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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Ubsb edition (seventeen years ago) being exhausted 
a few weeks after publication ; frequent enquiries induced 
the Author to believe thai a cheap popular edition, con- 
taining selections from his two previous books, together 
with a number of new pieces, written since that date, would 
meet with a>cceptation : The present collection is therefore 
respectfully svhmitted. 
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ENTRANCE OF PRINCE CHARLES INTO 
CARLISLE. 



^^^jKiiaHTiBST of all the sceptred kings of earth, 
JHI^Mi sprang from a line existing ere the flood ; 
Trained in a course of discord, rage, and strife 
Clothed in the garb of dun artillery; 
Reigning aniid the hum of battled hosts ; 
Shrieking where bursting shells spread death around 
Where the winged ball on horrid errand speeds, 
Where the long lines of deadly bayonets flash, 
Where the last cry of bleeding warriors sounds ; 
Threading its way above fire and smoke; 
Where severed limbs and bleeding ghastly trunks 
Lie side by side with shattered musketry, — 
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Lord of the hearts of brave and martial men, 
Whose smile is death— there is impetnous Wab. 

Girded on every side, old Carlisle stood, 
By massy wall and frowning rampart red. 
By moat, and barbican, and bastion strong. 
Turrets and towers were scattered here and there. 
From whence the wakefol sentry might descry 
The march of Scottish foes, and border clans. 
Within the gate of massive English oak, 
Banded and crossed by iron bars of strength 
The goard-house stood ; and here th' miwearied guard 
Paced to and fro, with musket ready primed. 
Along the walls the iron dragons frowned ; 
Basses, murderers, fawcons, and half hags. 
Stretched through th' embrazured battlements their 
And grimly smiled a welcome to the foe. [ forms, 

There was a time when burghers flew to arms. 
When deep bayed drums resounded through the streets. 
When the old provost bore his head aloft 
With martial state, and following in his steps 
The stout old citizens came marching on, 
With sharpened pike and harquebusses strung 



d by Google 



Entrance of Prince Charles, u 



O'er belted doublets ; whistling as they went. 
But now, alas ! Carlisle a foe defends, 
And through the city tread|the Highland ranks ; 
These battlements, whence English marksmen shot 
The cloth-yard arrow,fand the whizzing ball. 
Are manned by Scots, a hardy, warlike race ; 
And from the moat, or from the Scaur's far height 
The peasant saw along the guarded walls 
Flash in the sun the Highlander*s*claymore. 

Where stand the crumbling walls of Lanercoet, 
Whose shapely pillars now are clothed with green, 
Whose graceful windows bend and cradc with eld. 
Whose cloistered arches ivy oTer-runs, 
And in whose cells the noisome nettle breeds, 
A little band of Scottish warriors wait. 
But just two hours have fled since Sol arose, 
And o'er the Irthing cast his ruddy beams 
Whose pebbly bed re-flashed the liquid glow. 
Hark ! the pipes sound, and "Forward" is the cry. 
The rising breeze their tartans shook and tossed, 
And bore upon its breast the wild pibroch, 
Which sounded shrilly as the bridge they crossed, 
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From which their shadows on the tide they saw, 
Lengthened and dark, distorted, various, 
Aye, as the deaths which Fate assigned to them. 
On, through the dark defile by Naworth's woods, 
Till Brampton's moat rose upward to their gaze, 
And at the base they halted for their chief. 

'Twas noon, the sun in glorious splendour shone, 
And the south gate of Carlisle met his glance, 
On which a wondering multitude were placed 
In breathless silence, gazing to the south. 
Whence rose a cloud of sight-destroying dust. 
This passed— a waving mass of many hues 
Came slowly on ; but thickly planted there 
Were burnished arms and many glittering gems. 
Which caught the effulgence of the glowing sun, 
And in defiance cast it back again. 
Then on the ear a murmur low, then shrill. 
Sinking in cadence, rising like the storm, 
Announced the war-like music of the Gael. 

Nearer and nearer yet the warpipes' sound 
Fell on the ears of trembling citizens ; 
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But when the sun broke through the driving douds^ 
And flung upon the Scottish host his light, 
When line on line the Highland pipers came. 
One hundred full and m(»re, sun-scorched and fierce, 
Their wild dark eyes with patriot purpose burned, 
Their bearded cheeks the thrilling pibroch flushed, 
Each with his mountain war-pipe firmly clenched, 
Its gaudy ribbons dancing on the breeze, 
His tartan plaid by brooched cairngorm bound. 
His deadly dirk himg from the tightened belt, 
His shaggy limbs with tartan sock half cased. 
His bosom swoln with big and stirring thoughts. 
When their tread echoed neath the English gate, 
Then rang the welcome shout from brother Scots— 
From the west rampart of the citadel 
Gun after gun belched flame and smoke in joy. 

When the last piper through the gate had passed, 
One followed him of stately form and face ; 
His milk-white charger arched his swelling neck. 
Touching the ground with proudly conscious hoof. 
And with his large red eye marked all around. 
With upright form, and features pale with care. 
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With during 9f and 1^ by fiimneM doted, 
With Soottiidi kOt, with diris and broadsword armed, 
Uncovered head, his bonnet in one hand, 
With heart undaunted and with hopeful arm- 
Last of his race— Prince (%arles Stuart came. 

Then in his rear the mountain warriors trod, 
Such as the citizens had never seen : 
Tall, muscular, with flowing locks and beards, 
With bonnets plum^, grim and savage looks. 
Each bore his treasured targe and broad daymore, 
While the dirk dangled by his kilted side. 
Fresh were their minds from Gladsmuir*s glorious strife. 
And their hands shook to wield again the brand. 
To rush upon the foe with slogan wild. 
And at the pibroch's sound the onset make. 
Around their chief to rally and defend. 
But di ! amid the crimson thoughts of fight, 
Game there a sound that caused the eye to wince. 
That sent the hot blood bounding through each vein, 
That made their fearless hearts tumultuous beat, 
The tear to start— the mournful coronach. 

Alas I ye brave— alas ! ye gallant few ; 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Entrance of Prince Charles. 15 



Lo]ral to death uid oonstMit to jronr land. 
Fate has o'enhadowed with her wings your cause ; 
On English soil your valiant forms may bleed, 
In English graves your unbought Uades shall rust, 
On English gates your tnmkless heads may grin. 
Ensanguined butchery yoxa steps shall track, 
And drop by drop your blood unsullied flow. 
Stirling and Falkirk shall behold your might, 
And the pits yawn to seize the English slain ; 
Till on Culloden*s dark but glorious field, 
With dasrmores shivered, and with tartans torn, 
With targets rent, with spirits unsubdued, 
Tdu pluck the leaves of immortality ! 
And with the slogan of your native hills 
Warm on your bloodless lips, ye bare your breasts 
And yield to death : but still defy the foe I 
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*THE MEMORY OF THE PAST." 



the wretched shallowB 
fthisUfe, 

} counileBS miseries we 
ndergo, 

ams a fair, distant shore, 
^here tearful woe 
d " hairbreadth'* dangers 
ad heartbreaking strife 
d welcome none. The 
.iingly, golden strand, 
Pale purple cliffs with emerald vales beyond. 
Clear limpid waves, and sky translucent blue, — 

Mingle their drowsy pleasance with the strain 
Of tinkling airs that lull the soul to bliss. 
Here dwell the kindly word, the grasp so true, 

The generous deed from no expectant gain,- 
The helping hand, the glance of tenderness : 
These are among the joys that ever last. 
And cling around the ''memory of the past I *' 
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GBAVELOTTE. 

^uiRASS shattered, helmet battered, 
Blood-bespattered, sick to death. 
Hideous darkness closes round him, 
Shrieks of agony surround him, 
Struggling with the foe for breath. 

Death- ward pressing, wounds no dressing. 
Sins confessing ; no priest near. 

None near living, no one giving 
For the patriot dead a tear. 

Shellfl still smoking, grass cold, soaking, 

Ravens croaking, meal begun. 
Wheelsj'guns, muskets, ramrods grimy. 
Comrades ghastly, stiff, and slimy, 
Battle lost, and cause undone. 

Sullen booming, fight resuming, 

Morning looming through the fog. 
Chasing off the sulphurous smoke clouds. 
Scaring ^m the gore-bedewed shrouds 
Croak of raven, howl of dog. 
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Where now glory ? stained and gory 

Is the story of the brave. 
Earth unhallowed, rites unmuttered, 
Dust to dust with pray'rs unuttered. 

Hundreds in one common grave ! 



SONNET: YOUTH AND AGE. 

XN boyhood's days our future lives we plan 
With all the brilliant colouring of youth ; 
But when we reach the later stage of man, 
The shades are darkened with the hands of truth. 
And then perchance we seek our fault to shun. 
And gloss the futmre with the touch of care ; 
But time removes the tracings one by one, 

And leaves them with their imperfections bare. 
Thus, age — who having joumey'd to the goal, 

Thro* storm and sunshine, pleasure, trials, and pain- 
Looks back with wonder at the chequered whole. 
But ardent youth, unthinking, sanguine, vain, 
Impatient, longs for manhood's mighty soul ; 
And wrinkled age for boyhood's days again ! 
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THE CHOICE. 



^^^jMRT love gave me a posie 
JliSMl Of sweetly scented flowers, 
All beautiful and rosy 

With morning's dewy showers. 
I took them all a-glowing, 

Before their pride had flown, 
And set my heart a-going 

To choose which I should own. 

I saw them droop and tremble 

Beneath my wanton eyes. 
And sought one to resemble 

The grace of her I prize. 
The Fuschia was too slender, 
The Lily wan and cold. 
The Blue-bell gaunt and slender. 
The Tulip pert and bold. 

The Daisy too retiring, 
The Wild-rose fickle— vain ; 
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The Rose my bosom firing 
Gave me both grief and pain. 

But ah ! the modest Violet 
Its rivals far surpast, 

And on it I my heart have set 
While life and love shall last ! 



THE BATTLE OF GKOKOW. 



(Thii battle toas fought almost under the walls of 

Warsaw^ between the Poles and the BusHanSy 

m February, 1831, J 



The " Forest of the dead !'' what tongue can tell 
That here th* avengers of a nation's wrongs 
Unoonquered, strewed the forest thick as leaves, 
Sere from the scorching rayB of summer sun ? 
What harp can sing, how that this rippling stream 
So dear and limpid, gushed with Poland's blood, 
That gurgled darkly from the patriot dead ? 
Or how can fancy picture in the eye 
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Yon emerald waving plain, groan 'neath the tread 
Of twice two hundred thonnand armed men 
Braced and embattled— while the gaping mouths 
Of thrice two hundred cannon belched forth death 
And ploughed up furrows with their iron hail ? 

Unhappy Poland ! still thy mournful fate 
Wakes Europe's pity— Russia rouses hate ; 
But eyer and anon the tear-drawn sigh 
Bursts out afresh with each complaining cry 
That indignation prompts, and tyranny 
Wrings from the quivering bosoms of thy sons. 
Name, language, manners, all ye hold most dear, 
All that your hearts can cheri&h and revere, 
All that were lost in long and bloody wan 
Lie buried in th* ambition of the Czars. 

The yellow beams 
Of wintry mornings* sun flamed o*er the plain 
Just as the living force of Russia's right 
Swept like the I'^aping billows of the deep 
Full on the banded strength of Poland's left. 
Then rang the clangour of a thousand arms- 
Spear, sword, and cuirass splintered at the shock, 
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Ghargers upreared and fell, 
And, 'mid the rise and swell 

Of battle thunder, 
Russian and Pole in gore 
Sank low to rise no more, 
Many a man under. 
No caitiff foot drew backward from the charge. 
No craven heart tumultuary throbbed, 
But wildly breathing forth their country's name. 
Each patriot hand its weapon fiercely grasped, 
And with redoubled ardour charged the foe. 
Foiled like a thirsty criminal, the whole 
Dread strength of Russia's arms o'erspread the plain, 
Their dreaded squadrons closed around the Poles 
And intersecting all, the pregnant guns 
Trailed right and left, and halting suddenly 
Their heated jaws threw ball and lightning forth, 
Grape, canister, and shrapnel ploughed the ranks 
Of Poland's warriors. The sward bedrenched 
Erewhile with gory streams is torn and fired 
With hissing rockets, shells, and fractured bombs. 
Nine times the serried columns of the Czar 
Bursts thro' the Polish phalanx in the wood. 



dbyGOOgli 



The Battle of Grokow. 28 



But they with wheel, and counter wheel and charge 

Bepulsed the trembling foemen, and regained 

Each time the saving forest's friendly heights. 

But now the Poles with sudden feint retreat, 

The foe debouching from the forest shade. 

And headed by their glittering cuirassiers, 

Invincible to all but patriot arms, 

Dash hotly on the Polish batteries, 

Which, taking ground, spread havoc thro* their lines. 

And booming loudly in the chargers' ears 

Spread carnage, death, confusion hopeless there. 

Vanquished and broken quite, the enemy 

Sound the retreat, and with their infantry. 

And remnant of th' * Invincibles,' and guns, 

Idid darkly rolling clouds of battle smoke 

Draw from the fight— a wreck of bloated pride. 

From fearful dawn 
To bloody sunset, had the citizens 
Watched from their walls the battle's devious course. 
And Warsaw, as her soldiers gained the strife, 
Echoed the triumph through the o'er-charged air, 
And opened, wild with joy, her eager gates 



dbyGOOgli 



24 The Battle of Grokow. 



To welcome with a nation's gratitude 

The noble saviours of their liberty. 

The warriors came — ^their officers unhorsed, 

Their ranks disparted, and their armour cleft, 

Their faces grimed and blackened with the heat 

Of murky battle — for on Grokow's field 

Full thirty thousand of the enemy 

Lay stark and dead amid the horrid cries 

Of writhing wounded, buried 'neath the mounds 

Of shattered musketry, and smoking guns ; 

And twisted 'tween the dying and the dead 

Were spears, and swords, and helms— the dripping 

spunge 
And heated ramrod of the cannoneer. 
Now rose from every Pole the thrilling cry 
Of * Long live Poland V while the veterans 
Of that day's fight poured from their husky throats 
The stirring notes of patriotic songs. 
Thus did the genius of fair Poland rise 
Supreme o'er Itussian tyranny and power 
For one brief day. 

Even so the long lost sun 
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Burst thro' the veiled opaque that darkly hid 
The orient splendour of his majesty. 
For one brief hour the world he bathes in light, 
Then swift retires behind the neutral clouds, 
And leaves it colder, darker than before. 



TO MUSIC. 

Soul-breathing echoes of departed days 

Encrusted with traditions of the past, 
What floods of memory your whisperings raise, 

As from oblivion they hurry fast. 
The chords of pleasure to your notes vibrate, 

Forgotten sorrows forth unbidden start, 
The golden dreams of youth ye re-create, 

And shake ^e secret throbbings of the heart. 
Not all the treasures of the lettered page. 

The speechless murmurs of familiar things 
Can misery's dark sufferings assuage. 

Or cause pale thought to flee away on wings. 
To thee alone, oh Music ! is there given 
The power to raise the soul from earth to heaven. 
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THE FLEET IN THE DARDANELLES. 



qff^ ALB and panting lay the Turk 
Xr 'Neath the Bossian'B iron heel ; 

Tet unfinished is the work 
Till the sharp and thirsty steel 
Shall no Moslem leave to fetter or to kill. 
What avails the gallant deed, 
Though untended thousands bleed ? 
Tis to sate the Muscov's greed to the fill. 

Danube's billows wash her slain 
All along the sodden strand. 
On Armenia's desert plain, 

Where stark rapine's blazing brand 
Lights the homeless to their pillows 'oeath the sky : 
Still undaunted is her stand. 
Basely led, yet hand to hand 
In defence of fatherland there they lie ! 

Then a mighty pulse was sUrred 
From a lengthened sleep sublime, 
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And Britannia's voice was heard 
Binging clear oW every clime. 

While the clang of armour sounded night and day, 
Ships of oak — ^no more our pride — 
Lazy rock upon the tide ; 

But our ironclads can glide to their prey ! 

Black and still their thunders sleep 

In the depths where engines gleam, 
Ploughing through th' opposing deep, 
What can stay resistless steam ? 
Hark ! the throbs that shake her frame to the keel ! 
Hearts of oak ! bursts from each throat, 
Union Jack is still afloat. 
And the sound of every note true as steel ! 

Does our fathers' spirit beat 

In those sullen iron hearts ? 
Yes ! the tread of despot's feet 

Through their veins like lightning darts, 
And their swords from scabbards leap but to save : 
Shall the conquered call in vain 
From their hecatombs of slain ? 
No ! 'tis Britain's power again rules the wave ! 
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THE SONG OF THE HARPER OF QLENCOE. 



qg^ yjARP of the glen where the bell-heath hath 
Jail flourish'd, 

Harp of the glen of the dark rolling flood, 
Harp which my fathers have sounded and nourish'd, 
Alas ! thy dear strings are encrusted with blood ! 
The hand of Macdonald in vain may awake thee, 
In vain strike the chords that have charmed him 
before ; 
In sorrow and grief he is doomed to forsake thee, 
For the hand of the foeman hath stain'd thee with 
gore ! 

Sad, sad be thy strain, 

Macdonald shall never awake thee again ! 

Harp of the glen where my fathers have wandered, 
Where the mountain-mist curl*d round their dwel- 
lings so fair, 
Where their son in his childhood and innocence 
pondered, 
Where Gona rolls dark as Maodonald*s despair, — 
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The suDihine has fled and the valley is lonely, 
The Bard is but left to avenge and deplore ; 
His kinsmen are slain, and their ashes mark only 
The spot where the heather was trampPd in gore ! 
Be mournful thy strain — 
Maodonald shall never awake thee again ! 

Harp of the glen ! 'tis in anger my fingers 

Arouse the dark spirits that brood o'er thy form, 
For thy echo recalls that dread picture which lingers - 
The signal, the struggle, the slaughter, the storm— 
The flames that illumin'd the sky with their gleaming. 
The shrieks which the blast on its black bosom bore ; 
The howl of the storm and the bright lightning 
streaming. 
Revealed but the demons who revell'd in gore ! 
Be wrathful thy strain — 
Macdonald shall never awake thee again 

Harp of the glen ! I am musing how often 
Thy echoes have rung to the bravest of men ; 

The tear dims mine eye, and my bosom will soften. 
To think of the maidens of Cona's black glen ! 
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The pines sadly wave and the eagle is wheeling? 

His flight o'er the graves of the heroes no more ; 
Their son has been spared, but his senses are reeling, 
He sighs for the grave of his fathers of yore ! 
He rends thee in twain — 
Maodonald shall never awake thee again ? 



THE OLD PRINTING PRESS. 



A song to the Press, the Printing Press ! 

Of the good old-fashioned kind, 
Ere the giant machine, with its pnlse of steam. 

Elbows it out of mind. 

In days of yore 

Onr fathers hoar 

By his stnrdy limbs have wrought ; 

Of iron or oak 

His teachings spoke 

The language of burning thought. 
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A song to the Press, the Printing Press ! 

As the carriage rolls merrily along ; 
His stout sides groan, as the bar pulls home, 

Keeping time to the pressman's song : 

And the crisp, wet sheet 

On its errand fleet 

By anxious hands is sped. 

Though oft elsewhere 

It may sorrow bear, 

To the printer's home brings bread ! 

Then here's to the Press— the old Printing Press ! 

Though his days be numbered now ; 
A fond heart weaves of the laurel leaves 
A garland to deck his brow. 
Though the giant machine 
• With its pulse of steam 

Has doomed his form to decay, 
His stout old frame 
From our hearts shall claim 

Bemembrance for many a day. 
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THE TWO BUILDERS. 

There is a builder in this city 

Ever working, ever bold ; 
Rearing stone, and brick, and mortar, 

Rearing architrave and mould : 
Rearing pillar, arch, and doorway. 

Window, gable, square and high ; 
Roof for workman, hall for master. 

Piercing through the azure sky. 
Thousands gazing, praises give. 
Years to come his work will live. 

There is a buildpr in this city 

Rival stout and never beat ; 
But his houses and their tenants 

Spread so coldly 'neath our feet ; 
Reads his plans— no line or compass 

Bate the purpose of his breath ; 
Youthful, aged, strong, and fragile 

Fall before this builder— Death ! 
Men and centuries untold. 
Before this builder grim have rolled. 
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SluOl we build vpon the dty ? 

Or within its gMveyMrds deep? 
Shall we plan our honae in Heaven ? 

Or with buried milUons sleep ? 
Qracioub Father ! send us power — 

Strength to set at nought the foe ; 
So at last our soul shall soar 

Though its claj lie oold below. 
Eternity loud answeretii 
* • Victor oyer Life and Death ! " 



THE PILGRIM KNIGHT. 
The pilgrim knight from the wars returned, 

But his lance was shivered, his good sword gone ; 
Scarred was that breast where such valour burned, 

And dim that eye whence such brightness shone. 
A grey, grey cloak o'er his armour fell, 

His hand grasp'd a palmer's staff so light ; 
And ever anon the knight would moan — 

" O ! where is the maid of the witching spell. 
The maid I seek and love so well?" 
But none would say, or none could tell — . 

Alas ! for the grief of the pilgrim knight. 
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The plgrim knight from the wan retimed. 
Where the Bed Croet bMiner had idated wide ; 

But his lanoe had the godless Paynim spumed. 
And his sword the Saracens* power defied. 

And oft when Uood-eyed battie roared. 
The pUgrim quailed *neath the Moslem might ; 

He quelled the sigh, and was heard to ory — 
** O ! tills for the maid iA the witching qpell. 
Who waits afar, who loves so welL'* 

And the foe was slain by the matchless sword 
And dauntless ann of the pilgrim knight. 

The pilgrim Imight from the wars retomed, 
And gaily he stept on the rock bound strand. 

For oft afar had his bosom yearned 
For the blue, blue hills of his mountain land. 

But alas ! no more was the maiden's breath. 
Her clay cold form met his joyless sight. 

He clasped the clay, and was heard to say — 
" I come, thou one of the witching speU, 
Yet tarry for him who hath loved thee well !** 

And the twain lay still in the sleep of Death, 
Alas I alas, for the pilgrim knight ! 
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DISBANDING OF THE SC50TTISH OFFICERS 

AT 




[Skk Note A.] 



^Ki^HB fierce French sun his noontide rays 

JLi Casts on the lordly trees, 

He gilds Saint Germains' kingly towers, 

He laughs with the buoyant breeze ! 
He soothes the velvet emerald lawns, 

He drinks with the jewelled flowers, 
He mocks the dungeon's captive sad. 

He sports in fair ladies* bowers. 
He beats on the castle's hot courtyard 

With a king's right royal command, 
He wills that light and life and joy 

Shall be felt throughout the land 1 
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And a king k there, without commmnd : 

In the quadrangle's gloomy shade 
He stands, head bowed, with broken heart 

In borrowed arms arrayed. 
A kingdom lost, a coimtry gone ! 

Not even the right to live ! 
What decorations ask these men ? 

What has King James to give ? 
In two thin lines their ranks extend. 

Tear-locked and sorrow-crowned ; 
What can they give to the master 

But the faithfulness of the hound ? 
And the recreant curs in England range 

With fawning tongue and lip. 
Unknown King William's guile, and leash, 

And the cuts of his Orange whip ! 

Proscribed, exiled, and beggared 
With the channel waves between ; 

Ob ! misery to see them now 
And think what they have been. 

In gorgeous plumes 'mid ro3ral dames 
And pleasure the live-long day, 
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Now worn and scant and frayed and bare, 

With a common soldier's pay ! 
In dear old England with their King, 

Their squadrons bounding forth, 
Amid the vales of the sunny soutii 

Or the snows of the mountain north. 
Oh ! for one hour on the heather hills 

Or the tread of the highland strath, 
The claymore's gleam and the pibroch shrill 

'Mid the cries of the clansmen's wrath ; 
The tartans' gleam 'mid the river pines, 

And the voice of Ian dhu nan Oath ! h 

What then Saint Germains's hollow court, 

Or the sun's enlivening glance ? 
King Louis' meed for soldiers brave. 

And the balmy air of France ? 
What scene is fair ? what scene is gay ? 

And what true heart is light? 
When memory rends the staimchest chords 

And plunges into night ! 
What sun will warm the noblest heart 

When chill and cold as lead ? 
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What sun will make the blood to leap 
When the last faint hope is dead ? 

What sun will nerve the stoutest aim 
When the pulse is like to clay ? 

What sun will cause the eye to beam 
When the soul is far away ? 

They stand in all a soldier's pride, 

Unmoved as on parade ; 
They stand without a soldier's pride, 

Dejected aqd dismayed ; 
Without a cause, without a chief 

They ne'er may see again. 
They hear his faltering parting words 

With the ears of astounded men ; 
The gibing sun illumes their ranks, 

But the trumpet's voice is dumb, 
No standard floats in massy folds. 

And still is the muffled drum ! 
Through weal and woe they have followed him, 

Tempted and yet unbought ; 
To fight if need, to die if must- 
Were the only boons they sought. 



d by Google 



The Scottish Officers. 89 

Bat now King Loois' generous hand 

Not longer may be held, 
The dreams that weary exiles dream 

Are now for e*er dispelled. 

*' Onr oaths dissolve, since come it must, 

Our honour asks no more ; 
Since fate has willed we cannot serve 

As in the days of yore. 
Since cruel fate condemns us now 

To wander Europe through, 
Though branded traitors, we shall show 

What loyals hearts can do ! 
Deprived of rank, despoiled of lands, 

With neither home nor name, 
The Scottish band shall carve their right 

On the proudest roll of fame ! 
The future claims us now — farewell ! 

This parting is the last ; 
Whatever our fate, nought can efface 

The memory of the past ! " 

And e're King James's tears have ceased, 

I 
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For the heroes he adored, 
They are gone to strive where f oemen throng, 
Their heritage— the sword I 



THE DIGNITY OF LABOUR. 

The mighty orb amid a bound- 
less space, 
Moves on unchangeable from 
day to day ; 
The rushing winds their several 
errands trace. 
The ocean waves sweep their 
accustomed way ; 
And man, ** the creature of his own proud will," 

Seeks in his devious plans the general law. 
From jocund dawn to weary evening still, 
The hum of labour throbs throughout the land, 
And thus fulfils the Almighty's great command : 
Swarthy mechanics, ploughers of the soil. 

And anxious merdiants inspiration draw. 
And true nobility from honest toil ; 
Then conscious dignity her reign succeeds, 
For patient labour emulates great deeds I 
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EURANTHE. 

ARGUMENT, (note C.) 



^vjl^HB doom is passed, the hazard has been run, 
JLi And Osmund dies ere sets another sun ; 
Deep in the vessel's murky depths he lies, 
But mocks not time with unavailing sighs. 
With knitted brows and marble attitude 
His brain still labours on, and scorns to brood : 
Not till the eye be closed and hope is dead, 
The heart ceased straining, or the reason fled, 
Will Osmund yield to cruelty and wrong, 
From rank imperious, tyrannous, and strong ! 
Yet deem not nature in revengeful mood 
Implanted here a heart both vile and rude : 
The time had fashioned it, so had the man — 
Without a chart to steer by, or a plan. 
In hnmbler life the evil's daily wrought 
By malice some, by others without thought. 
Such is life's web, by yarious currents crost, 
Here f ollow«d doae, aad there for ever lost : 
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The dreams of boyhood ere the strife began 
Fade into mist 'neath the snn-heat of man ! 
The haughty stare that petty minds affect, 
The studied insult, and the cold neglect, 
The secret slander, and the pompous vaunt, 
The crafty whisper, and the open taunt : 
These from your chief superior day to day. 
Not surer could a nobler spirit slay. 
What refuge in the war-ship's narrow bounds 
Gould close the eye to sight, the ear to sounds ? 
The landsman when oppressed and plunged in grief 
Seeks change of scene, of men, and finds relief. 
At sea— the paths are two : no middle course — 
No cunning answer, and no apt resource 
Avail for choice ; so nature scorning sides 
Proclaims her privilege, and quick decides. 
When the blood sluggish, creeps along the veins. 
No eye's defiant, and no voice complains ; 
An abject soul will bitter penance quaff 
With sullen eyebrows, or unmeaning laugh ! 
Not so the nobler spirit, which will fret 
At slights a meaner wretch would soon forget. 
The blood darts swiftly thro' the throblnng veins. 
The action ohaf es, the bitterness remains \ 
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What oonnsel then can specious oomf ort bring ? 

The serpent guile scare hides the poison sting. 

Doubt and suspicion clog the guilty air. 

The restive wind moans darkness and despair, 

The murky clouds roll ever, as they flit 

Dim characters assume a form and knit 

The one word mxttint : then disappear 

As if of purpose vague, or blanched with fear ; 

But ever they recur witili stronger form 

V^ fate resolves it, and forth bursts the storm. 

The ship is seized, her tyrant captain bound 
And held in durance. Now is heard the sound 
Of loud debate, of charge and counter-threat. 
The mutineers must wrangle, for not yet 
Can Osmund quell the passions now set free- 
All is confusion, chaos, revelry. 
But soon 'tis known the crew are rent in twain. 
Some to allegiance back, and these complain 
Of comrade's treachery, whilst the gnawing dread 
Of retribution for the lives thus sped 
In wanton lust is ever to them near ; 
And thus the future, stem, uncertain, drear. 
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OhIs rofmd them horrid dotibto, tho' all too late : 
Their sympathy with Osmund turns to hate, 
And he, the cause of all, must meet his fate ! 
Straightway the captive captain is set free 
Once more to rule witili Spartan tyranny. 
Regnar and Ernest, £ric and the rest 
Of Osmund^s friends, their fancied wrongs redressed ; 
Now in their crawling sycophancy turn, 
And with the basest of all feelings bum 
To wreck the man their counsels led astray — 
No matter how it ends, or in what way. 
Osmund is tried, the court has sentence passed, 
The morrow's dawn for Osmund, is the last. 

Thus far the muse the mournful story sings. 
While time to Osmund flies with dreaded wings. 
Tis midnight, brooding darkness reigns profound, 
A stifling black, opaque ; the lulling sound 
Of limpid wavelets— the familiars dear 
Of mariners— fall heedless on his ear ; 
The ever-hunying rush of billowy suige, 
Witii leHw and gambols, croons the eldritch dirge 
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Of pftthleBB oeatoriw. Stay bat one wsye, 
Or mark ite InrCh aad doith ; then He wiio gave 
The law to faahion seas, on Time mayoall 
To render his aoocnnpt— and balance aU. 

The sleepy sentry's tread grates on his ear. 

Now quiek, oft slow, now perilously near : 

One bomid, and Osmmid with an iron grasp 

Has dragged him down : they writhe in deadly clasp. 

The prisoner's iron fetters strike tiie bbw 

That ends the strife^ and lays the soldier low ; 

His trembling hands unlock the galling chain, 

And Osmund's free I Now works his throbbing brain. 

The moment's come when vengeance sweet and sure 

Shall them o'ertake whose scorn he'd to endure ;— 

For ere revolt had reared its giddy head, 

And while the leavening evils round him spread 

His mind had shaped the course he then would take, 

Should chance or failure all his plots unmake : 

Now has the moment come ! all are alike, 

And ALL must perish when his hand shall strike. 

His tyrant chief reclines in pillowed sleep 

His comrades rock in hammocks slumb'ring deep : 
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" All's weH," or teems so, peaee aad ordor reign 
AldLe on board, and on the watery plain 
The moon her face has Teiled, and solitude 
Wraps all in darkness, while the stars subdued 
No dulnotis light upon the ship can throw. 
*Tween decks a stealthy shadow glides below— 
Tis Osmund, who has worked wi^ grievous toil 
To readi the magaisine,— a deadly ooil 
He grasps : the slow match burning sure and bright, 
This fixed secure, with hasty step and light 
He gains the deck, and o'«r the bulwark sides 
He drops, then thro' the sflent sea he glides. 



A roar of myriad thunders rends the sky ; 
The Foam blows up and hurls her crew on high ; 
Flash upon flash succeeds, the hull one fire 
From stem to stem, redder and fiercer, higher 
The hot-tongued flames have drank their greedy fill. 
The hissing fragments sink, then all is still : 
Vengeance is paid, each soul has gone to doom ; 
Chief, crew and vessel, one vast hecatomb ! 
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Where then the guilty Oraumd ! he had thought 
To jflee the fate for others he had wrought ; 
But ere his strength could bear him from the sight 
The rushing vortex yawned, and claimed its right 
To drag him down, down ^ere his victims sleep 
Unknelled, unhallowed in th* Atlantic deep ! 
But midway down his soul is chained to see 
The crime, the havoc and the misery 
That doom his soul for ages yet to come 
Beneath the ocean d^yths to live and roam. 
The blackened timbers, charred and riven sore, 
And shapdy masts the swelling canvas bore. 
The tattered shrouds hang round the clammy dead 
And weighed them down, down to their ocean bed. 
The tangled cordage twined the dead men round. 
And slid past Osmund downward without sound. 
Huge, scaly monsters mingled here and there. 
Their eyes like blazing orbs, and fought to share 
The loathsome prey. These horrors Osmund saw 
With starting eyes, and vainly sought to draw 
His sight away. 

His heart has ceased to beat, 
And iron weights drag ever at his feet 
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Still downward, down to evtlwiUng i^t, 
No sound, or Itfo, or snbslMwe^ and no liglit 1 
The dark abysB he nean, no eye can traee 
His downward oooiae, hit ihadow fades in spaee. 



PAST n. 
How long within th' Atlantic's darkest deeps 
The guilty Osmund lingers still, and sleeps 



Profound, it recks not. When at last his eyes 
Slowly unfold their lids, he vainly tries 
To pierce the watery twilight ; now to rise 
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His stiff^Md limbs take strei^h, and slowly move 
Thro' the dense foliage of an oceMi flrrove. 
At first, he deemed the time to be dark night, 
He wondered ever, 'twas nor ' dark nor light 
The region ; nor bright, nor sombre wholly, 
But intermingled, gleaming melancholy ; 
A dnsky empire, and its diadems 
One faint eternal eventide cX. gems.' 
His tread is light, his footsteps leave no trace. 
The upright branches fan his pallid face : 
Anon, gay, glistening flowers meet his view, 
Bright red and sapphire, emerald green and blue. 
Their undulating leaves he passes thro'. 
Green, mossy fur, like velvet lawns outspread. 
And light enamelled festoons wave o'erhead ; 
With all earth's varied and luxurious shades 
He wanders onward 'mid their vast arcades ; 
His only guide a weird and ghostly light, 
Such as between the morning and the night. 

Here would the muse, her steps uncertain, pause 
To note the various creeds and not the laws 
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Of other life — life other than this earth ; 
Life similar in burial, marriage, birth. 
Life in the other planets, circling high 
Round the stupendous sun ! who dares deny 
That life exists, for others, in the sky ? 
And when the solemn spirit leaves its clay. 
Where wings it to ? 

In what mysterious way 
Must it exist until the judgment day ? 
Our blessM faith has said it back returns 
Unto its Maker. Daring science spurns 
The thought, and holds it wanders here and there 
A shadowy phantom, volatile as air ; 
To wreak a vengeance long on earth deferred. 
Or watch o'er loved ones, who erewhile had shared 
Its jo3r6 and sorrows ; and to bear between 
The dead and living, hrom the world unseen, 
Dread knowledge of the future, or the past. 
Or present. 

Say what fitful glamour's cast 
By fabled mermaids from their echoing caves 
On ocean life ? the sullen, moody waves 
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Lock dismal secrets from the eyes of men- 
Far in some lowest deep, some ocean den, 
Sky mansions and earth palaces ; the sea 
Has coral halls of dazzling witchery 
And syren beauty, far transcending all 
That puny man e*er raised from rise to fall : 
Earth has its buried cities of the East 
Whelmed by the never-dying sand. 
Not least the tropic cities of the West Tree hid 
Are cavern palace, shrine and pyramid ; 
What works of man lie hid in Galilee ? 
What palaces are covered by the sea ? 
There are to man in heaven, on earth, in seas, 
Unravelled and undreamed of mysteries ! 

Above, the sportive surges race along 
Here with a hjnm : there with a rippling song ; 
Past mighty cliffs they steal with mutt'ring sigh, 
On rocky islet dash with boisterous cry ; 
But midway down their ravings are imknown. 
No fitful breeze or coming tempest's moan 
Disturb the quiet. The fish- world is here. 
Nor does it seek t'explore the deepest sphere. 
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Thus Osmund glided on, his roaming eyes 
Behold at every step some new surprise ; 
Pink coral arches, gateways, pillars, domes 
He views with wonder. Can they be the homes 
Of sea-men and sea-nymphd his youth had charmed. 
Who, when rude mortals spied them, fled alarmed? 
He reasons thus ; but with a sudden start 
Life's burning current fires his silent heart. 
Within a pink-lipped shell's scarce open lid 
A beauteous maid lay slumbering, half-hid 
Within its frail and fretted hollow side ; 
The spell-bound Osmund tarried still and gazed 
With faltering step and looks that were amazed. 
But now the coral lips are open wide — 
She wakes, and bounding forth is at his side ; 
Her glance meets his, tis fearless, but not bold. 
While round her yielding form a gauzy fold 
Of pearly white her blushing skin outvies : 
She clasps each glittering tress, and vainly tries 
To bind its wanton play. Here Osmund sighs 
And looks again. It seemed that beauteous face 
Not quite unknown. His fondest memories trace 



d by Google 



Euranthe. 53 



Hia lost Euranthe— the maid he loved erewhile 
The sea had tempted him to guilt and guile. 
He loved and was beloved, but early doom 
Was hers, and so they bore her to the tomb ; 
Strange fate had knit these two lost souls again 
To live united in a new domain. 
Spirit to spirit like, with ardent gaze 
Each read the other through, and byegone days 
Return : they dream of never-dying bliss, 
And seal their union with a burning kiss. 
With arms entwined, an ocean king and queen 
Glide on to view their empire submarine ; 
Queen Euranthe for his guide, the watery realm 
They roam at will, like vessel without helm. 
Now near the surface, where the hot sim's glow 
Illumes the shallow depths, the sand like snow 
So smooth and fine. Now near some rocky coast, 
Whose cliffs abrupt and stark rise up and boast 
Of splintered ships and sailors wrecked and lost ! 
Anon, when far from land, they deeper glide 
Where never sun, or light, their course espied. 
No words they utter — only broken sighs 
Commingle with the language of their eyes ; 



Digitized by LjOOQIv 



54 Euranthe. 



His lips would questions frame— but never sound 
Emerged to wake the loneliness profound. 
Whence had he come ? to whither must it tend ? 
Were they alone without a foe, or friend ? 
Still mute, through ebon darkness on they glide, 
A silent bridegroom and a listless bride : 
When lo ! a lurid light ne'er yet beheld 
Afar off glimmered, and the dark dispelled. 
*Twas red, not yellow light : they journeyed near 
Till rocks and mountain sides and cliffs appear ; 
Up one dark hill they speed, o*er boulders rude 
And high-scarped peaks of dizzy altitude I 
From crag to rock they spring, but ever higher 
The light more vivid, subterraneous fire. 
Shone fiercely thro' th' opposing mountain sides. 
Here Euranthe closer still to Osmund glides, 
And with forewarning finger points to where 
The burning vista seems to change to air ; 
This vision met his gaze : a boundless plain 
'Tween mountains stretched afar, a vast domain 
From which a mighty city's towers uprose 
In glittering beauty, terraces and rows 
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Of Bcolptured masonry, and dftmling spires 
Besplendent caught the reflex of the fires. 
And life, or was it life ? seemed to b^ here, 
For oomitless shadows 'mid the streets appear, 
All on some grieyons toil or labour bent 
For ever to and fro tiiey weary went : 
The buried dty of AtlanU this 
Shrined in th' Atlantic's nethermost abyss. 

Was this to be his weird ? from life be stript. 
To toil unceasing in some ocean crjrpt ; 
Twas but his just reward ! well, be it so, 
But he would have a partner share his woe — 
Sweet Euranthe l—here he turned towards the maid : 
She was not there, not e'en the faintest shade 
Kemained of her dear presence. Osmimd gazed 
Into void space with eyes that were amazed ; 
Witili forward step he strode, the massy rock 
Whereon he stood swayed giddy with the shock, 
Then into blackest night was Osmund hurled. 
No more to linger within either world. 

A lonely islet 'mid the waters wild 

Basked in the morning sun that blazed and smiled. 
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Foigetfulneas of ni^t. Two fishtirs strayed 
^Along the shelving beach where wavelets played 
Amid the rocks and sea-wrack ; forth they drew 
A tangled form of charred and blackened hne, 
As though some fiery hull had cast it out 
To be by wanton billows borne about, 
Till mother earth again reclaimed her spoil, 
And longed to have him hidden in the soil. 
The fishers sought a cave of gloomy shade. 
And in its depths was hapless Osmimd laid ; 
Booked to eternal sleep by the rude surge. 
Whose meanings blended lullaby and dirge. 
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THE TWO HAROLDS. 

Harold Hardrada, King of Norway and Scandinavia. 
Harold, King of England. 



W 



PAST I. 

BOUD ToBtig, England's banished lord, 

Has curbed his haughty, vengeful soul ; 
He veils his wrath and bheaths his sword, 
HI can he brook such false controL 
To good King Sweyn he sues in vain 
For help to win his erldom broad ; 
His vassals on Northumbrians plain, 
Now bend the knee at Morcar*s nod. 

Thus answered Denmark's warrior king , 

"The crown I wear, the men I sway, 
Eno' of care and sorrow bring ; 

Peril by night, and strife by day. 
In early years I led the fight, 

And breathed not till the day was won ; 
The fiery morn cools into night, 

The moon succeeds the burning sun ! ' 
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Then haughty Tosiig spreads the sail 

His ships fly o*er the spurning foam, 
Seeking the arm that will not fail 

Hardrada in his Norway home* 
Away ! to the warrior Viking bold, 

World-ravager— his sword at rest ; 
King of the Norsemen ! hero, Scald ! 

By birth and worth alike caressed. 

Harold Hardrada ! Land-Eyda rest 
The lightnings of thy fearful brand, 

That from the Moslem hordes did wrest, 
Dominion o*er the Holy Land ! 

That Sclav and Saracen subdued- 
New laurels crown thy lofty brow, 

Tet shall thy glories be renewed. 
True darling of the north art thou ! 

Far in the star-flecked northern night, 
Above the meanings of the sea, 

Beads in the wassail cup are bright. 
And roof -tree rings with noisy glee. 
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The moon shines on Solunder's bay, 
The Viking galleys, grim and tall, 

Bock on the tide, impatient they 
To bound forth at Hardrada's call. 

Fierce Toetig lifts his traitor hand, . 

** Great Harold, gaze across the main. 
There lies the crown of broad England 

Dnke William frets his heart to gain. 
Well strike a great and deadly blow. 

To thine III join my ships and men 
To lay this Saxon Harold low. 

And bid him shrink withhi his den !" 

Loud rings Hardrada's answering laugh, 

" Eno' the Raven's wing set free ! 
Their Saxon safls shall flee like chaff 

Before my ooursers of the sea ! 
Hoist sail and muster Vikings brave, 

Well bend the Saxon lion's neck ; 
A sea-king's home is on the wave. 

His throne upon the sea-swept deck !" 
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Wo6 wMt8 thee, Harold, England's king, 

The traitor Tostig seeks thy blood ; 
The Norway Raven beats his wing, 

And flies towards thee with his brood. 
"Out, Holy Crosse !" thy banner spread, 

And strength shall nerve thy patriot arm ; 
Oft has thy war-cry vict'ry led, 

Arise ! and save thy land from harm ! 

Loud roll the war-cries on the breeze, 

The spear heads gleam like peaks of ice. 
And pennons wave like wind-tost trees. 

With many a strange and grim device ; 
Down rush the Norsemen like the foam 

That thunders on the trembling sand 
Berserker, Scald and Viking come. 

With dauntless crest and thirsty brand. 

Should steel be true, then nughty heart 
To mighty heart like magnet draws, 

Whidi Harold shall his kingdom part ? 
Which Harold has the rightful cause ? 
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Hardrada's keen and mighty blade, 
Shore Harold till he bends the knee, 

But swiftly battle-axe has laid 
The Vikings' helmet roUing free. 

His golden locks flash in the breeze, 

Lond rings the death-song on the wind, 
Valhalla's glorious halls he sees. 

The victor's crown is his to find. 
But, sport of fortune ! 'tis in vain. 

The Raven beats his baffled wing, 
A crafty arrow has him slain. 

No more to conquer— or to sing ! 

Young Olave mourned with quiv'ring lips 

While gloomy warriors raise the bier, 
And march to where the ling'ring ships 

Now spread the sail, now hover near. 
** To Norway bear the Norseman's dust, 

I, Harold, own him mightiest dead ; 
May never time's destroying rust, 

E'er dim his glory, though now fled ! " 
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AU haU thee, Harold, England's king, 

False Tostig slnmbers with the dead, 
The Ravens fled with crippled wing. 

Fresh laurels weave around thy head. 
Brave warrior, patriot, nerve thine arm, 

Duke William's fleet is on thy shore. 
Defend thy throne and land from harm. 

May vict'ry crown thee King once more. 



ON HEARING THE DEATH-BELL OF THE 
CATHEDRAL. 



©HABBINGBB of sorrow ! O trumpeter of death ! 
Why do the timid shrink before the poison of 
thy breath ? 
From out that lofty tower which the blast assaUs in 
vain. 
Leaps a clamour, clamour, clamour, 
As if from unearthly hammer. 
That falls upon the calmness striking terror to the 
brain. 



d by Google 



Cathedral Death BelL 68 



Bounding darkly, floating faintly (» the Sabbath air ; 
Bursting rudely, harshly, grimly, through the muttei^ 
ings of prayer ; 
Sounding shrilly in the dwellings of the poor, the 
rich, the great, 
With thy summons leaden, leaden, 
Striving mockingly to deaden 
The voices of the living, and the cries on life that 
wait. 

Ring out, O bell ! thy message : tell the beauteous 
cheek of health 

That its charms are of the graveyard, that corrup- 
tion is its wealth ; 

Tell the heart of tottering age its dissolution is at 
hand : 
That a messenger unsightly 
Waiteth hourly, daily, nightly, 

With a weapon the most ancient, for the running of 
the sand. 

Tell the bride upon her pillow, and the bridegroom 
in the street. 
That the stay of joy is shortened ; that the march of 
life is fleet : 
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Tell the sailor on the billow, clutching to the strain- 
ing rope. 



Hanging o'er the yawning ocean. 
Whirling madly in commotion, 
That his life is glassy frailty, and is treacherona i 
Hope. 
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Tell the student 'mid his learning that the soul of 

madness lives ; 
Tell the merchant on his death bed no salvation com- 
merce gives ; 
Tell the wretch in yonder dungeon, steeped in 
blood, and guilt, and gloom, 
Thou virilt knell, knell, knell, 
To-morrow in his cell, 
And his soul will die in horror listening to the bell 
of doom. 

! bell, proclaim thy summons : cease, O hypocrite, 

to sneer ; 
It may toll thy mournful requiem ere the passing of 
the year. 
Trust no word that man doth utter,— this the King 
of Monarchs saith ; 
And the bell for ever, ever 
Groaneth ** Never, never, never ! " 
O ! harbinger of sorrow ; 0, trumpeter of death I 
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YE LIPPES OF BOSIE REDDE. 



©manie vjxig of love, I wis, 
Of broken vows and peace y-fledde ; 
But in ye choyce of earthlie bltsse, 
Give me ye lippes of rosie redde ! 

Lette others in heroicks shyne, 
Or moont on dassik wings instead : 

▲ simple lay shall e'er be msme, 
And 'tis ye lippes of rosie redde. 

! manie syng of lockis that cling 
In amorous playe row]md beautie's head, 

But mome and nighte I ever syng, 
Ye smilying lippes of rosie redde. 

At even when my harpe is stnmg, 

At toil, or restyng in my bed ! 
None other wordis are on my tongue, 

Except ye lippes of rosie redde. 
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Tho' fortune never blest my lotte, 
Tho' harde and deiplie I have read ; 

I never, never have forgotte, 
Ye temptying lippes of rosie redde. 

'Neath Asia's fevered sunne I burned, 
And eke for kjrng and countrie bledde ; 

But yette in safetie have returned, 
To kisse ye lippes so rosie redde ! 

" What knave wold covet gold for thisse ? " 

In accents of delight I said ; 
And straightway pluckt a glowing kis8» 

Al from her lippes of roeie redde 

It ran like lightnjrng through my vainis, 
As raptured from her syde I spedde ; 

And stille, methinkis, yt kisse remainis, 
Al from her lippes of rosie redde. 

Lette others please ye giddye thronge, 
Til time and I, alake ! be deade ; 

I vowe to sing no other song, 
Yeoept ye lippes of rosie redde. 
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O ! manie syng of love, I wis, 
Of broken vowis and peace y-fledde ; 

But in ye choyce of earthlie blisse, 
Give me ye lippes of rosie redde ! 




(^^i^iD^^Grst^ 



HOW GOES THE BATTLE? 

Ct^OMEADB ! how goes the battle ? are we yet on the 
y stronger side ? 

Are they still where our fellows drove them, 
with the rush of a surging tide ? 
We knew they were five to our one, and we at the 

foot of the hill. 
But our chief was stem and we loved him ; he made 

us to work his will. 
He had led us to conquer often, we knew he would 
lead us still ! 
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Yes ! we had our trusty bayonets, .and he but a wisp 

of a cane ! 
Their shot cut through us like lightning, their bullets 
like blinding rain ; 
We wavered and looked — he was there— horse writh- 
ing beneath his feet, 
Calmly he led us up 'mid the smoke, the blood, and 

the heat ; 
Is this the top of the hill ? and their gunners in full 
retreat ! 

I'm shot you see, in the chest, I'm sick with pain and 

thirst, 
I've been in the thick of it all, d'ye think I'm now at 
the worst ? 
Well, give me a hand, I'll try, since our fellows have 

won the field ; 
Our chief knew no going back, with a heart that 

never would yield ; 
We doubted, but now we know that Faith was his 
only shield. 

So in the battle of life, the struggle we all must meet. 
Who's on the side of conquest, who on the side of defeat? 
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Forward ! the young pulse quivers, eager to swell 
the throng, 

Then in the sweat of passion the weak are borne 
down by the strong. 

And the Father of all looks down on the strife be- 
tween right and wrong ! 

Wrong is ever the stouter— plenty of raw recruits, 
Wrong can carry by numbers, so can the forest brutes ; 
Faith is onward and upward, stormed at by shot and 

shell, 
Reason is calm and steady, certain that all is well ; 
Faith and reason and right can armies of wrong 
dispel I 

Comrade, how goes the battle, has the wound been 

long and deep ? 
Courage ! 'twill soon be over, never give way and weep, 
Right on your side is a buckler bracing the body 

and soul, 
Right will strengthen the weakest, and the timid 

heart control. 
Right will help you to vanquish, and speed to the 
winning goal. 
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YE HBABTE SO TRUE. 



ETHOUOHT I heard a voyce that said :— 
[A voyce with accents soft and new !] 
"Give me ye lippes of rosie redde !" 
But it forgotte ye hearte so true ! 

O I rosie lippes are sweete, I wis, 
To those whom sorrow never knew ; 

Tho' others prize ye glowing Idsse, 
Give me, give me ye hearte so true ! 

When youthful ardower swels ye breaste, 
And transportis of delyght runne throwe ; 

Ye nectar's quaft, ye lippes y-prest, 
Regardless whether false or true. 
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O ! in ye dawne of Cupid*s mome, 
'Tis sweete to sippe ye honeye dewe ; 

But rosie lippes may be forswome, 
And hearte and bosom not be true. 

O ! rosie lippes are sweete, I wis, 
When beauty smiles and love is new ; 

But in ye choyce of lasting blisse, 
Give me, give me ye hearte that's true ! 

When anguish torturis, ragis, bumis, 
When lippes are false, and friends are few ; 

O ! then ye pilgrim sad y- turnis 
To seeke an hearte that beateth true. 

Should fortune cal thee trom thy lande. 
Across ye waterye waste of blue ; 

Tis sweete to leave upon ye strande. 
An hearte whose vowis to thee are true. 

If ani^ scorne thee, when ye cheeke 
Has fayded where thy beautie grewe ; 

Ye breaste is oft too fulle to speake^ 
But thinks vpon an hearte that's true 
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Alake ! when time had dim'd mine eye, 
My perjured, worthless mistress flew , 

I wept, and turned me with a sigh. 
To seeke an hearte whose vowis were true. 

O ! rosie lippes are sweete, I wis, 
When beauty smiles and love is new ; 

But in ye ehoyce of lastyng blisse. 
Give me, give me ye hearte so true ! * 

EBB AND FLOW. 

Waves ebb and flow on the unchanging strand 

Unmarked, from day to day, from year to year, 

Save when the ripples at a giant's command 

With surging sweep their ominous crests uprear. 
Then shrinks in his frail bark with anxious fear 

The advent'rous sidlor. Such the ways of life. 

Here in some nook, sequestered and serene 

The tranquil beach glistering with golden sheen. 
The glassy tide scarce murmurs in the ear, — 

There by the rock bound coast— the roar and strife 
Of wrathful billows mingle with the swell 
From the vast city's depths— that pregnant, tell 

Of striving thousands with their smiles and jeers 

Mocking the trials that draw their fellows' tears. 
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The cry of hapless captives moomf ul soands 

From Abyssinia's wilds, where terror reigns ; 
Where rampant tjrranny exulting bounds, 

Unmoved by.pity and upheld by chains. 
A mighty nation claims her sons enslaved. 

But barbarous Theodore defies her right, 
And scorns the glorious banner that has braved 

A thousand years of discord, peace, and fight. 

Kise, sons of Britain ! and assert your might ; 
Let not the voice of adverse factions quell 

The indignation that your lips outpour ; 
Unfurl again the standard that has waved 
O'er arms victorious, and greet it well. 

Let despots tremble at the Lion's roar I 
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WAB. 

The tramp of serried squadrons in the pride 
Of martial panoply : their glittering arms, 
The whistling fife and deep bayed drum's alarms, 
The grisly cannon with their limbered train- 
Proclaim that bloody War is in full tide ! 

Then sweep the chargers o*er the battle plain. 
The rifles rattle and the cannon boom : 

The whirl of march and countermarch, retreat, 
The furious charge, the blackened clouds that gloom 
Overhead. The broken ranks with flying feet, 
The closing night : the agonising cries, 
The search with throbbing heart and streaming 
Thus sinks in horror Peace's happy star, [eyes. 

And nations shudder at the sound of war ! 



PEACE. 

I AIL ! gentle Peace, in vestal vestments wreathed. 

Adorned in smiles and breathing loveliness, 
Now is the thirsty sword in scabbard sheathed. 
And generous Peace extends her hands to bless ! 
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Mark her bright car swift rolling o*er the plains, 

And at her touch auspicious— lo ! the change : 
Here the ripe harvest gleaned by jocund swains, 

While thro' green sylvan shades fair daughters range. 
In busy towns new works her hands provide ; 

Reviving commerce counts her doubled gains ! 
On distant seas fleet navies safely ride, 

And joy rewards what peaceful toil ordains. 
Then let hot quarrel and fierce passions cease, . 
For God's own bounties bless the lands at peace ! 



THE LAST GLEAM OF SUNSHINE. 

^■i^HB last gleam of sunshine has flashed o'er the hill, 
JBii On the lily that droops by its damp, oozy bed, 
On the moss-covered crag, on the landscape so 
still; 
It reddens, itlingers, it wavers— 'tis fled ! 
But the streamlet flows onward still warmed with its 
blaze. 
And the ishadowy reeds wave and moan one by one ; 
The daisy looks downward with sorrowful gaze. 
And its heart flutters still with the glance of the sun. 
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So the last gleam of hope that illumined my path, 

That fltreamed through the careworn chinks of my 
breast, 
Has simk amid vapours of darkness and wrath ; 

My veins have grown cold and my heart is at rest. 
The flowers of nature awake at her voice, 

With blushes of pleasure, with throbbings and sighs ; 
But none bid my gnrief-stricken bosom rejoice, 

And none bid my desolate spirit arise. 



O! WOMAN. 



O ! woman I have learned to dread 

The sway tiiou hast o'er manly hearts ; 
Not all that tongue of man has said 

Can save us from thy wiles and arts. 
Of wrongs from thee my pen could tell ; 

Of woes and anguish that await me ; 
Of weary hours and thoughts, and— well, 

I dare not say how much I hate thee. 
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But) yet thy voice oui fire my breast, 

There's softest music inits tones ; 
Thy smile denies and gives me rest ; 

Thine eye is life, my bosom owns ; 
Thy touch can soothe the conch of pain ; 

Too well thy grace and beauty move me ; 
Ah ! frown not, use not such disdain — 

I cannot tell how much I love thee. 



EN AVANTI FRANCE. 



I^N avant ! to the front, when the foe of fair France 
^/ Has trampled her fame in the dust ; 

Shall we list to the sound of his legions advance, 
And seek not to bridle his lust ? 
Where else but the front ? what else but our swords, 

And whose but the patriot hands 
Shall hurl the insulting insatiate hordes 
Back, back from our homes and our lands ? 
To the front ! 
The honour of France to avenge. 
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Have we heairts that can beat ? have we bosoms that 

While rapine, invasion are here ; [throb 

Our glory to tarnish, our honour to rob. 

What more does a Frenchman hold dear ? 
Our lilies are sullied, our hearths are despoiled, . 

Our sons are asleep with the brave ; 
Why are not the plans of his treachery foiled, 

And where are our armies to save ? 
To the front ! 
The honour of France to avenge. 



Where now are the laurels our forefathers won, 

Where the trophies for which they have bled ? 
Their green is ensanguined — and victory's sun. 

For the foe fiercely gleams overhead. 
Hark ! the cry of the bugles that summon his hosts. 

Shall this be our signal to-day ? 
Down ! ruthless invaders, we bury thy boasts 

Blood deep in the heart of the fray ! 
To the front ! 
The homes of fair France to avenge. 
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What Frenchman can reason while life fills his veins, 

And see desolation around ; 
His birthplace in ruins— burnt, gwe-sodden plains^ 

His comrades bestrewing the ground. 
Flash forth from thy scabbard, O sword I on the foe- 
Arm, heroes, once more for the $ght — 

Our country, our honour, our life on each blow. 
And Grod shall award us the right ! 
To the front ! 
Our country, our sons to avenge. 
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SONG. 

@Dn>*ST thou heftr the heavy sigh 
Tbftt heaves thy faithful lover's breast ? 
O ! did'st thou mark the listless eye ! 
That turns to thee for love and rest. 
The morning sun hath lost his charms, 

The linnet's song bat breathes of pain ; 
For I am filled with fond alarms, 
Lest I behold thee ne'er again. 

Oh ! by these locks of sunny shade, 

And by that brow so dazzling fair ; 
And by thy cheeks where beauty played, 

Oh ! keep me not in such despair, 
O ! dearest ! by those thrilling eyes, 

And by those lips so coral red ; 
By former whisp'rings that I prize, 

By happier days so sadly fled— 

By that fair hand my lips have pres't, 
And by thy thoughts so wildly free — 

Bestow thy love upon this breast. 
That beats with life blood but for thee ! 
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Oh ! say that word onoe more, and proTe 
That rapt*roii8 joy shall be my part ; 

Onoe more cduJl I with fervent love, 
For ever Glaq» thee to my heart I 



LEGEND OP HIGH HEAD CASTLE. 

LEGEND of an ancient castle, 
Haunted now and all alone, 
Standing in a Cambrian valley, 
And with ivy overgrown : 
Doors are creaking ; windows broken ; 

Stairs are covered o*er with dust ; 
Walls are slimy, damp, and chilly ; 
Locks are riveted with nut ; 
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Panels here and there unfinished 

Tell a melancholy tale ; 
While the wind in lobbies silent 

Steals along with deadened wail. 
Here the night winds love to revel 

In the ghostly corridors ; 
Here the blast with mighty power 

Bound the gables ceaseless roars ; 
Round the dim forsaken lattice, 

Dust and moss a shelter seek ; 
And up in the lofty garrets 

Sound the raven's croak and shriek. 
Terrace broken and dismantled, 

And the hall steps green and cold. 
Nourish them in many a crevice, 

Noxious weeds and ivy old. 
Here the crystal Ive in silence. 

Winds around the castle wall. 
And the sable trees above it 

Cast upon the place a paU. 

Not so when the good Sir Wastle 
Built his Castle of High Head ; 
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Ne*er in vaSn wm adcM shelter, 

Ne'er denied the hungered, breftd ; 
But his door was ever open. 

Plenty blessed his homely hearth. 
All without was blithe and happy, 

And within were joy and mirth. 
But alas ! that olden hunter 

Shot an arrow from his bow— 
Ah I the dart so swift and certain, 

Laid the good Sir Wastel low. 
Now his son all dark and haughty, 

Fast from distant countries came, 
And his misdeeds, sinful, cruel. 

Blasted good Sir Wastle's fame. 
People whispered of his prowess 

In the wars of Germanie ; 
But around his life at Hi^^ Head 

Hung a dreadful mystery. 
With Sir Kobert was his Ladye, 

Fair as any dove might be, 
And at first her cheek was lovely. 

And her smQe was Joy to see ; 
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Light her step was, and her bosom 

Heaved with youthful love and glee ; 
The glad echoes of the castle 

Learned to sing in melodie. 
Often, when the morning brightness 

Flashed upon the distant hill, 
Might be seen the Ladye Annie 

Wandering by the rippling rill, — 
Culling for her room the wildest, 

Sweetest flowers in the dell ; 
And her presence to the son^zrsters 

Of the grove, was as a spell : 
Each his lay refused to warble 

While the ladye rustled by ; 
Each paid homage to her goodness. 

And the beauty in her eye. 

Often, as the twilight shadows 
Deepened o*er each tree and flower, 

Sat the lovely Ladye Annie 
All alone, within her bower ; 

But, alas I 'mid happy musings. 
Once a tear was seen to start. 
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And a aigh of deepest mystery 

Bunt from out that faithful heart I 
Soon the ladye lay in sickness, 

And a beauteous babe was bom ; 
But fair Annie's smile had left her, 

And her cheek was wan and worn. 
Some had whispered that Sir Robert, 

Caused that loving eye to pale, 
And the cheek to lose its beauty. 

And that pretty babe to wail 
Gould a soldier like Sir Robert 

Rob so fair a wife of sleep ? 
Break a heart so true and loving, 

Force the lady*s eye to weep ? 
But the babe no more in sorrow 

Drew its harmless infant breath ; 
For one mom 'twas found in cradle 

Slimibering, locked in arms of— death ! 
An angel shuddered, pausing skyward 

Saw the form so rudely riven. 
Silvery pinions bore the victim 

Upward to its rest in Heaven 
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Horrid stories told the servanta 

Of a ghostly form that dwelt 
In the chamber of Sir Bobert ;— 

And its dreadful power they fdt. 
One had seen the spectral phantom 

On the night the babe had died ; 
And the nurse, with fear and terror, 

Said the infant moaned and cried. 

Days— no more of peace and pleasure — 

Passed away with lingering pace, 
For a secret, dread and sullen. 

Left on Ladye Anne its trace. 
Mirth, no more in merry echoes, 

Roused the silence of the place ; 
But a dark and solemn shadow, 

Threw its blight upon each face. 
Darker seemed the Ive to gurgle ; 

Sombre shades enwrapped the trees ; 
Deadly silence hovered over, 

Broken faintly by the breeze : 
All the feathered warblers shuddered. 

As the snow flakes coldly fell ; 
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And on all a horror brooded 

Like the sound of a death-bell. 
When the snow lay pure and qx>tlee8, 

Bobing an in garments white, 
On the eve of merry Christmas, 

In the mystic hoar of night. 
Rang a shriek of mortal anguish, 

From the castle of High Head, 
And the hearer struck with wonder, 

Grouched him trembling on his bed. 
When the frozen morning wakened, 

Sleep forsook each dreamy head ; 
Lo I was found the Ladye Annie 

On her couch laid grimly dead— 
With the chamber tossed and bloody. 

And the base Sir Robert fled. 
But when months had passed in silence, 

And Sir Robert came not home, 
All forsook the ghostly mansion 

And it stood alone — alone I 
Then the summer with its sunshine 

Flashed upon the Ive's dark tide ; 
Its brown depths were bare and open. 

And its deepest waters dried : 
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There beside the garden bushes, 

'Neath the waters red and rude, 
Lay the bones of dark Sir Robert 

Stretdied hi deathly attitude. 
And the crystal Its in silence 

Winds around the castle wall ; 
And the sable trees above it 

Cast up(A the place a palL 



THE DEATH OF THEODORE. 

Alone he stood. 
Say can the meteor fancy of a bard 
Describe in language of unerring truth. 
The mighty whirl of tempestuous thoughts 
That rushed with all their Tisionary force 
Athwart the mind of Abyssinia's king ? 
Behind, majestic heights of dusky hue 
With fretted sides, and fronts all seamed and scarred. 
Shook to the sunless sky their freakish peaks, 
In lonely arrogance denied him aid, 
And frowned defiance on his muttered rage. 
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To right, to left, his eye alternate toms, 
As oft the beadng of his heart did cease : 
For here arose a multitade of hills 
Obscured, entwined with interlindal skill. 
That gave protection to a dreaded foe. 
And here a labyrinth of scarp and fell, 
Of deep ravine and tangled stubborn crag, 
Stretche^ out its dense impenetrable form. 
Mocked at his danger, and defied escape. 
Before him lay his native mountain land : 
No level plains, or tamely rising wolds. 
Or murmuring streams, or many-tinted trees, 
Or wooded heights, or softly swelling mounds 
Formed the rude beauty of this rugged land ; 
But far and near a wilderness of hills, 
And mountain peaks of wild fantastic forms, 
Bose through the vaulted archway of the skies, 
Like the vexed billows of an angry deep. 
Above— that spotless sky which he had oft 
Disfigured with a more than human zeal ; 
For there he read the day, the time, the place 
The number of the victims of his wrath, 
And saw (with eyes that trembled as they saw) 
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Their name was legion^their reward was death ! 

Beneath, there lay a scene excelling all : 

Line upon line of armki colomns swept 

With force resistless o*er the furrowed plain ; 

Their armour gleaming 'mid their wary plumes ; 

Their bugles shrieking out the notes of war ; 

Their crimson colours floating overhead ; 

And ever and anon a lightning flash 

Lit up the gloomy horror of the scene. 

Then fell the boom of red artillery 

Upon the surging billows of the air, 

And the sharp crack of murd'rous musketry 

Presaging groans and wounds, and paUid death, 

Commingling with the shouts of victory. 

Burst from the muzzles of a thousand tubes, 

And winged its upward flight through rolling clouds 

Of lurid, ashen hue. 

All this he saw. 
And with the echoes lingering in his ear 
He cursed, and gnashed his teeth in savage rage. 
Behind, before, beneath, to right and left. 
Destruction, hydra-headed, hemmed him round, 
And now his coward soul expired within. 
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Again he glanced arcmnd— for life is sweet— 

But no— the legions of his strength were gone. 

Behind these walls no active warriors trod ; 

And at these guns no warlike allies wrought ; 

All— all had fled, save helpless babes and wives, - 

And left the tyrant chafing in his den. 

Then to the gates he ran — a faithful few 

With arms and rifles made their desperate stand, 

And as he neared them, resolute and firm 

They charged and fired, and fired and charged again. 

But one by one they drop ; and Theodore, 

With heart untamed, despatched them as they fell ; 

Then with a smile, triumphant as a fiend's, 

The sweat drops rolling from his swarthy brow ; 

His eyes reflecting fire, as they turned, 

Like those of panther in the dead of night ; 

His tawny bosom heaving big and fast ; 

His veins, wherein their coursed a madder flood 

Than e'er was belchbd from volcanic mount. 

Rose on his hands and brow like knotted cords. 

And vainly strove to burst their fleshy cells. 

He turned, and sought a spot retired, unseen. 

Here, as his conquerors the gateway forced, 
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And wiih their cries yietoriouB in his ear, 
He pressed the deadly weapon to his lips, 
Then ¥rith a smile of bitterness and soom, 
With one last agonising glance around. 
He rushed before the presence of his €k)d. 



LAMENT OF DONALD MACDONELL. 
(fbisoneb in cablisle castle.) 



The sun lay basking in the western sky, 
Which glowed resplendent with his ruddy dye ; 
The distant hills forsook their noon-day blue, 
And robed their rugged peaks in wanner hue ; 
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The Eden glistened as it flowed along, 

Here darkly still— there rippling its glad song ; 

The wearied herds had stretched their forms to rest ; 

The gentle flocks their grassy couch had pressed ; 

A drowsy calm falls over plain and hill. 

And all save man are slumbering and still. 

How changed the scene ! How tranquil all around 
Where all was tumult, anarchy, and sound ; 
There on the summit of that peaceful mound 
The murd'rous engines of artillery frowned ; 
In yonder trench the busy soldier wrought 
With pick and spade ; his work with danger fraught ; 
Upon that plain, long lines of tents appeared ; 
And on this hill the signs of war were reared 
Mark how the sun illumes that stately pile, — 
See rampart, battlement, and buttress smile. 
Alas ! to think that woe lies buried there. 
When all without is glittering and fair. 

A Scottish ci^ive in his lonely cell 
Looked forth, and as he did the tear-drop fell ; 
His bosom heaved as with emotion strong. 
And thus his grief expressed itself in song : 
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Land of my f ftthers, the bright son in shining 

Upon thy dear hilli in the warmth of rq^ose. 
While thy son in his dungeon is weeping and pining. 

Dejected and sullen, oppressed by his woes : 
His limbs are now fettered, once free as the morning ; 

He groans 'neath the sway of the tyrant and slave ; 
Each breeze has its murmur, each dawn brings its 
warning, 

And whispers the fate of the true and the brave. 

I see in my fancy a home in the wildwood, 

A home far away in the hills of the north ; 
I glance with delight on the days of my childhood, 

I think of the day when my manhood broke forth : 
I roam the deep glens and the mountains of heather ; 

I sigh by the banks of the fast rushing Spey : 
I muse on the love that is vanished for ever, 

I think of the maiden that weeps far away. 

Come, terror of tsrrants, arrayed in thy beauty. 
The hearts of our clansmeii are beating as one ; 

The flash of thy claymore is signal for duty, 
Thy word— and ^e bravest of acti<»ks is done. 
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Peal I peal ! ye loud war pipes, my bosom is burning, 
My broadsword impatient leaps forth for the fray, 

All fear is relinquished : woe, woe to the mourning 
That f (^owB the strife of that ill-fated day. 

I marked the fell blade of the traitor and coward 
Strike death to the hearts of a brother and sire ; 

I ran 'mid the slaughter and bullets that showered, 
My heart throbbing wildly, my bosom on fire. 

Rage, rage, storm of battle, ye scabbards begone ! 
Sound pibroch, I drink in thy soul-stirring breath. 

The bravest press forward, the dastards look on- 
False glory, thy triumph is sounded by death ! 

The darkness of midnight around all is dosing, 

The war {dpe is silenced, the thunder is still ; 
The broadswords of heroes in blood are reposing. 

The murmur of night winds resounds from the hill. 
No moon sheds her ray o*er the forms of the djring. 

No stars meet the dull fiz^ glance of the dead ; 
The raven is croaking, the streamlet is sighing. 

And dark looming clouds gather dimly overhead. 
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Farewell to my home in the hills of the Northland, 

Farewell to the land of the brave and the free ; 
The swords of usurpers wave over thee, Scotland ! 

Thou groan'st in ^e power of fell tyranny. 
One last look upon thee, O sun, in thy glory, 

One gaase on that sky of ethereal blue ; 
The breeze of to-morrow shall murmur the stcnry 

That dosed with the death of Macdonell the true." 

The captive ceased, and turned his sight away 
From that small loophole— from the light of day. 
Oh, could his gaoler to that dungeon creep 
And see the man^the Scottish soldier weep ! 
Perchance those tears had touched his heart of flint, 
And bade stem Cumberland himself relent. 
But now on all descend the shades of night, 
For sun and day have hid them in affright, 
To gather courage for the coming strife, 
That bids them shudder at the waste of life. 
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To thee ! th* immortal genius of a land 
Whose sons are famed to earth's remotest strand, 
Whose name, fair Scotland ! thrills the patriot breast, 
Whoee name is blazoned full on Glory's crest — 
To thee, the Bard his votive ofiTring brings, 
Awed by the splendour that around thee clings. 
Beloved land ! low laid, oppressed, forlorn, 
Thy life blood spent, thy suppliant sons foresworn ; 
Forced 'neath a vengeful t3nrant's feet to kneel, 
Thy freedom crushed below an Edward^ 8 heel. 
Thy fertile plains bedrenched with Scottish gore. 
The waves that hoarsely clamoured on thy shore 
Alone were free. What wild despairing cry 
Burst from thy laboring bosom to the sky ? 
What sob convulsive from thy blood-dewed heart, 
Fell on hU soul, and wrung its every part ? 
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Brave of the brave, when tyranny pursued, 
One heart remained untamed and unsubdued, 
One arm was nerved to dash opression down, 
One hand pluok*d vict'ry from the despot's crown, 
One Eoul his country raised to wage the strife 
That gave her independence— freedom — Life ! 

Auspicious day ! by some kind fortune sent, 
That saw the youth on peaceful pastime bent. 
With rod in hand, on Irmi\£% banks he strayed, 
And slew th' insulting Southron undismayed ; 
His house in flames — his wife asleep in death, 
For vengeance called with hoarse, undying breath. 
Twas then, ! Scotland, did thy champion rise, 
And dash the tear-drops from thy sullen eyes. 
He called the patriots of his country forth. 
The hardy warriors of the rugged North. 
He bade the sword be girded, and the shield 
Be buckled on. He bade all Scotsmen wield 
Their ancient arms. The summons kindled fast : 
It rushed o'er Scotland with a lightning blast ; 
lake fiery meteor in the lurid air 
It raised to oiient light their deep despair ; 
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It flew from crag to peak— from isle to plain, 

AxMi then lay buried in the English slain ! 

On Stirling's Gaorse, by Fortha*s sounding tide, 

Lay battled hosts, old England's boastful inride ; 

The sun gleamed hotly on their glittering front, 

Alas ! too weak to bear the battle's brunt. 

But see ! th' impatient hosts of Scotland form, 

Like to the must'ring whirlwinds ere a storm. 

Rolling portentously, like troops on march. 

They marshal darkly o'er Heav'n's trembling arch, 

With their dread thunders wrapped in muffled gloom, 

They wait the signal of their life or doom. 

So Scotland's warriors, by their Wallace led, 

Bushed like the leaping waves of ocean's bed, 

Tumultuous, foaming, dashing on the shore. 

Till stream and plain ran red with Southron gore ; 

Thus Scotland, bowing to her chief's decree, 

Cast off her fetters, and again was free ! 

Plague spot of life, 
Nurse of ambition, misery, and strife, 
To thee, foul-breathing envt, can we trace 
Wrongs that no inward merit can efface ! 
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Through thee, good works on Lethe*s shoree are 
And yirtuons actions suffer from neglect, [wrecked, 
Alas ! on FaXkirk^i dark and bloody field 
Burst f orUi the tempest that lurked long concealed : 
From rank to rank the champion ran dismayed, 
His pale lips quiv'ring with one word, ** Betrayed I '' 
O horror ! by his country — hush that word ; 
Heavens ! but for one brief hour of Bbucc's sword. 
Then had it plunged, all heedless of remorse, 
Deep in their breasts, till each sank low a corse. 
O, wretched deed ! 0, blot on Scottish page ! 
A never-dying, shameless heritage. 
He freed them — ^they returned to English yoke, 
It crushed his spirit, and his heart it broke : 
That which the fiercest battle's rage withstood. 
Sank 'neath the sliafts of base ingratitude. 

Beneath Westminster's sombre shades he frowned. 
Stem on the thousand foes that hemmed him round. 
The shimm'ring laurels on his forehead gleamed. 
What brow 'mid that vast throng them better seemed 7 
His manly form was doomed to savage death, 
He blessed his country with his latest breath. 
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The champion died, exulting in his fate, 
The noblest victim of a tyrant's hate. 

He died. He lived anew ! 
He was no star dissolving from the view ; 
His were the scintillations of a sun 
Whose reign of brilliancy had just begun ; 
And tho' his bones on yonder rampart bleach, 
What tale of glory do their sufTrings teach ? 
What Scotsman, jealous of his country's fame, 
Bums not with pride to hear the stirring name ? 
Till Scotland's name fades from historic scroll. 
Till Tweed's and Forth's proud waves shall cease to 
Till Arthur's Lion hides his haughty crest, [roll. 

Till her blue mountains sink 'neath ocean's breast. 
Till none shall rise to fight at freedom's call, 
Till independence from her throne shall fall, — 
Till then, th' efifulgence from his mighty soul 
Shall gather splendour from time's onward roll : 
And while his deeds shall glowing thoughts impart, 
His name shall glitter on old Scotland's heart ! 
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SIB JAMBS. 

[notk d,] 

XT fell about the summer's prime, 
When fields are brown and red. 

Sir James, a knight o' meikle michti 
Unsheathed his glaive and said— 

"Bise up, rise up, my merry men a', 
King Harry *s dune the ¥rrang, 

I*ve sworn to richt wi* my guid blade 
And ye maun wi' me gang. 

Burd Margaret stnde in her bower 
And watched her lord depart 1 

111 could her gentle bosom dree . 
The sighs that refyed her heart 

He rade ower hill, he rade ower dale. 

He rade to fair England, 
Till he came to a castle hie 

That did sat proudly stan. 
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*' ! wha*8 the lord o* this castle, 

Sae proud on banks o' 1111 ? 
When a ladye lookit ower the wa', 

And speired o' him his will. 

*< Gnid Ufe !" qno he, tU his little foot page. 

That could sae quickly rin ; 
" A bonnier maid I never saw, 

To lo<* on her *s to Bin.** ' 

** 0, I'm Sir James o' fair Scotbuid, 

And thir my merry men be ; 
This castle Ford and lan's sae broad, 

Their lord sail yield to me." 

And she let in the gold Sir jMnes, 

But and his merry men a* : 
They bi^ed the reaming bickers fast 

In Her<m*s lordly ha*. 

His sister speird o' guid Sir James, 
Said << Best ye, gallant knight. 

My brither dear is on the seas, 
Stay here 111 thole the wyte." 
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And in that gentie ladye's bower 
He spent baith day and nkhti 

For lave fleee by on silken wings 
I' the first boors o* delicht. 

She whispered to his canning foot page 

To bid Lord Heron speed ; , 
She*s gien to him a parse of gowd 

And her brither's bonnie grey steed. 

He hadna rade sae monie miles 
When the English lord he saw, 

Wi' bows and spears, and pennons bricht, 
And earls and kniohts sae braw. 

Now roose ye, bosk ye, goid Sir James, 

Lord Heron's at the yett, 
Now roose ye, Scottish lords and earls, 

'Ere that it be ower late 

Sir James he lookit ower the wa' 
And saw the English knicht ; 

I wist an erlish look gied he 
To see his plumes sae bright. 
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Through tans^ed seggs and trees and gorse 

He led his merry men a', 
But O I his roud^ faoe micht tell 

His chances were but sma'. 

Frae fiery mom to bluidy e*en 
The fight raged fast and hard, 

And mony a braw Scot's lord, I wotte, 
Lay lei upo* the sward. 

The lowin sun wi' gore-dyed glint 
Flamed where in crimson sweit 

The brave Sir James in deidly throes 
Gasped at Lord Heron's feet. 

But selcouth was Lord Heron kent 

To spare a foe or marrow, 
So wi' his fause and drouthy glaive 

He ran his body thorough. 

Lord Heron wi' his Englishmen 

Cam til his lordly ha', 
But ne'er a sister saw he there, 

At yett, on brig, or wa'. 
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He ran him to the lady's boiiir— 

She lay in dule and pyne ; 
** Now, where, my brither dear, is he 

That late was lemen mine ? ** 

*' I pare na for year paramour. 

An ill death has he dreed ; 
His bonnie face lies on yon bank 

For craws and hawks to feed.*' 

She turned her f rae her brither cruel 

A wee ayont the wa\ 
And wi' fk weary sigh o pain 

Her heart it brak in twa 

Burd Margaret mourned lang, I wist, 
Her lord returned nae mair ; 

But braver knicht than guid Sir James 
Ne'er lived in Scotland fair. 



"^jr*^ 
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I'LL SAIL WITH THEE. 

X*LL sail with thee to yon green isle, 
For dear thou art to me ; 
I hang upon thy loving smile, 
My breast but heaves for thee. 
With joy well glide o'er Fortha's waves, 

On that fair shore we'll stray ; 
And by its rocks and moaning caves, 
We'll watch the billows play ! 

If flowers for me thy hand should pull. 

Oh ! what may I bestow ? 
For nought will then remain to cull. 

But what thy art must know. 
Ah ! yes, a flower is known to me, 

Nor fruitless shall I rove— 
The only bud I give to thee 

Is what thou sought'st~my love ! 
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SONG. 

EN8IVE lore is ever 
deepest; 
Eyes alone may speak 
of fear ; 
Stolen joys may not be 
sweetest ; 
Qrief may neTer shed 
atear! 
Though the breast may 
throb with sorrow, 
Yet the face can wear 

sun may shine to- 

nay be here the while, 
love is ever deepest, &c. 

'e without confessing, 
3 secret causes pain ; 
ed few know the bless- 
That attends the happy twain. 
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Friendly liope It aever deeping, 
Tbo' the heart be low with care, 

And 'tie slowly, sordiy creeping 
O'er the douds of dark despair ! 
LoTe may live without confessing, &o. 

Time is ever busy snatching. 

From the weary, part by part ; 
Yet a hopefol, patient watching 

Soon rewards the faithful heart. 
Light is seen where darkness hovered; 

Joy is his who bravely wins ; 
Happiness and love discovered, 

Then the day of life begins ! 
Time is ever busy snatching, &c. 



A DREAM OF LIFE. 

The night phanttmis slovdy mdted, the night vi^urs 
rolled aside, 

And I saw with quick heart-throbbings a long pro- 
cession glide 
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Mid the mftzes of its wiadingB, mid its laughter and 

its strife, 
Mid its treachery and mockery— I saw this ** dream 

of life." 

Beneath a dome of iprandeur vast, bejewelled, oystal- 

Une 
Its pillars gem-encmsted, blazing with diamond sheen, 
Three gods were raised of statare high, all mighty, 

famed, and old, 
Whose gifts made strong the timid— whose thunders 

quelled the bold ! 

Greatest and mightiest of the three, to whom the 
nations nod. 

Resplendent, grace-crowned, and benign he shone— of 
Wealth, the god : 

Beneath his sway the millions toiled from earth's re- 
motest times, , 

Tear-stained, blood-wrapped, soul-quenched, and 
cursed 'neath waves of ghastly crimes ! 

Yet in his smile the sunlight laughs and basks within 

its rays. 
The tear is checked, the sigh withheld beneath their 

golden blaze ; 
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High palaces are reared, and fanes whose summits 

pierce the sky ; 
Uncared the orphans* starving glance — unheard the 

widows* cry. 

At his right hand in majesty, with myriad honours 

crowned, 
On princes, prelates, senates, crowds, the god of 

Power frowned ; 
Dense legions come and wait his call, dread laws 

their terrors shake ; 
Love, genius, pity, tenderness before his lightnings 

quake. 
His knowledge bids the planets turn, their hidden 

tales unfold ; 
His will reveals the ocean depths, that ages kept un- 
told; 
His strength moves mountains, and his skill claspif 

oceans in a span ; 
His habitation is the world— his slave, his fellow man. 

Left of these twain a pigmy god, thin, shrivelled, and 
bedecked. 
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"With spofls of ages, lives, and sects, his selfish greed 

had wrecked ; 
Clings to his throne with trembling hands, and lips 

with terror dumb, 
Lest his brief day of swollen pomp and fulsome pride 

has come. 

But see, he throbs t he grows amain, his form is 

bloated now ; 
Creased smiles are on his satin cheeks, false meekness 

on his brow ; 
Lo 1 Popularity stands forth, his shadow darkening 

all. 
His life the purchase of an hour— a gossamer his 

paU! 

And while I gazed the multitude bowed ever, eyes 

downcasty 
Each mandate of the godlike three spread forth with 

trumpet blast ; 
Tonthy age, poor, rich flocked to the shrine its 

mysteries to see 
All grovelling, worshipped with their hearts, and 

humbly bent the knee. 
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But lo! the air with clamours rang; death waves 
surged out of spacei 

A breath wrecked temple, gods, and crowd without 
nor stone nor trace ; 

Wealth, Power, Popularity, self, ignorance, and lust, 

This is thy fate ! go seek thy gods beneath the church- 
yard dust. 

MERBIE GABLISLE. 

XN the west the sim was gleaming, 
And his fading light was streaming 

O'er the evening landscape, seeming 
like a picture tinged with gold ; 
As I wandered from the city. 
Humming many a curious ditty of the 
good old days of yore ; 
Thinking, musing, of the stories 
History tells, o'er which she glories, 
though her page is stained with 
gore; 
Carlisle's ramparts f rown'd behind me, and the Eden 
onward rolled. 
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Forward by the pebbly fringes 
Of the river, where it tinges 
The green borders of the meadow with a shade of 
emerald hue ; 
Stanwix smiledt in trees embowered. 
On her verdant banks that flowered 
And the church and village towered far up in the 
heaven of blue ; 
Penrith's plains, too, lay before me, 
Watched by Skiddaw, gaunt and hoary, 
And an azure belt of mountains stretched around this 
lovely view ! 

To the ruddy west now turning, 
Solway's noble frith lay burning. 
As if 'twere proudly spuming all restraint to stem its 
tide: 
Long in wonder I stood gazing, 
At these waters sparkling, blazing. 
For I'd read full many a legend that had passed upon 
each side ; 
Villages in meads reposing, 
Heights and happy hamlets closing 
The vast prospect of this painting that Dame Nature 
stretched so wide. 



T^reg'ir ' 



Metric Carlisle. va 



There I paused, and, deeply sighing, 
Tam*d towards the city, trying 
To recall the fleeting legends that around its ramparts 
clung; 
Yes ; the stout old walls existed. 
That had many a siege resisted, 
And my memory now assisted chas'd each accent from 
my tongue ; 
Then methought dim phantoms shrouded 
Passed before me, and they crowded 
Fast and faster— here I tell it, sUch as yet no harp 
hath sung ! 

First I saw a vessel dancing 

On the ocean, and the glancing 
Of a multitude of weapons told me warriors manned 
the bark ; 

Scotland's shore receiv'd the strangers 

Who had battled with the dangers 
Of the sea, and deemed it easier to assail a mortal foe ; 

Fast the Britons fled before them, 

Eapine, murder, hovering o'er them. 
Till a city's refuge spared them for a time from horrors 
dark! 
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Hark ! the shrieks that rise to Heaven, 
Warriors through a rampart riven, 
Po«iring in and spreadhig' carnage; fire and sw(Hrd 

attend their steps. ^ 

Babes are plucked from mothers, shrieking, t 

Savages on all are wreaking 
Battle's vengeance cm the helpless, Mercy turns aside 
and weeps ; 
Lurid f ork^ flames are roaring 
Bound the city, upward soaring ; 
And the morning sun in horror beams on blackened 
smoking heaps ! . 

Next I marked a long procession 
Of the monarchs, in succession 
0*er my vision kingly shadows passed in mournful, sad 
array; 
Whilst the shapeless masses parted. 
And from out their depths upstarted 
Ghastly phantoms, pale and bleeding, and their 
features, cold as clay : 
Nobles, earls, and warriors hoary. 
Mixed and mingled, gaunt and gory. 
Till methought the whole evanish'd amid vapours 
dark and grey. 
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But they rolled for ever o'er me, 
And again uprose before me 
Carlisle's walls and towers stately, and a goodly sight 
to see : 
Bounteous, plenty spread her meadows, 
Verdant trees their leafy shadows ; 
Infant commerce then awaking, 
Lured the peasant, he forsaking 
Dangerous pastures, sought the city then, and wax'd 

a burgess free ; 
And the evening zephjrr wafted sounds of merriment 
and glee. 

On the green the maidens joining, 
Bound the May-pole were entwining 
Wreaths of many coloured flowers. 
Gulled from Corby's fragrant bowers ; 

And the youthful, playful dancers, crown'd the blush- 
ing May-day Queen. 
Then methought when winter scowling, 
Buled the land and hoarsely howling 
Over snowy hills and valle3rs, 
Whistled through the city's alleys. 

Then began the jolly wassail — merry were they then 
I ween! 
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But again a change comes o'er it- 
Deadly cannon frown'd before it, 
Hostile warriors dug the trenches, raised the warlike 
batteries high ; 
Lond I heard the martial rattle 
Of the drums, and bloody battie 
Hovered o'er, with ready pinions, 
Carlisle doomed. In his dominions. 
Throned in crimson spoils of warriors, murder reign'd 

with rolling eye ! 
Whilst gaunt famine like a spectre sickly smiling 
waited by. 

Here a sound, that seemed the tinkling 
Of a bell, aroused me. Twinkling, 
In the azure vault of heaven, were the harbingers of 
night; 
From the grand Cathedral tower. 
Hour sounded after hour. 
And a silence then succeeded : 'stead of warring foes 
in fight, 
Where the red artillery loured. 
Smoky lofty chimneys towered ; 
And in place of bristling ramparts, peaceful dwellings 
met my sight ! 
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YE DEOAYE OF BEAUTY. 

Ye larke yrisis wyth ye mome, 
And soaris above ye sleipiDg molde ; 

Hee wakis ye miustrelles of ye thome — 
But levis my harte forlome and colde. 

His wingis yfloat upon ye air, 

Hys breist ythrobbis wyth love, I wis, 
He dumb wyth pleasaimce tarries there, 

Intoxate full of heavenlie bliss. 

But when my languid lymmes I raise 
And turn toward ye glowing side, 

From me ybrekis no songe of praise, — 
From me ycomes ye hopelesse sigh. 

Mine eie that erst ybreathed of love, 
Is dulle and soullesse as may be ; 

My Uppes that sung of thingis above 
Are silent as etemitie. 

My handes are still that rusht to wake 
Ye lute, that slieps on yonder wall ; 

My floweres and bookes I now forsake ; 
And mute's ye voyce of virginalle. 
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Whyle others seek wyth hawk and hound 
To cause ye joyous hours yroU ; 

I muse alone al sorrowe bound, 
In converse wyth my wearie soulle. 

Ye ivy rowynd my shaded bouir, 
That twinis in cureius fantasie, 

No longer lullis me, as ye shouir 
Ydroppeth throwgh it fitfullie. 

Ye toumey*s sporte, so brave and brite ; 

And eke ye knights of galliaunt show ; 
No more begyle my harte and sprite, 

Alone, — alone ! I beare my wo. 

No comeleye galliaunt now assaies 
To raise ye smyle, to quench ye mone ; 

But al my sorrowes' and my dales 
Spede quick ypast, alone, alone ! 

No drug can eir ye soulle restore. 
If that same soulle ysick shall bee ; 

No grave phisition lin ye sore 
Yt eikis^wyth manhood's treacherie. 
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luve is passion's lustful breath ; 

And faith but man's purposed deceit ; 
Frail beautie's charmes are robbit by death 

And youth jrflies on wing^ feete. 
Oh ! to have lived and loved again, 

To f eele ye veins wyth rapture glowe— 
No more my harte should throbbe wyth pain, 

No more my harpe ysinge of woe. 



JEALOUSY. 
Pale vamp3nre of the mind ! deformed, uncouth, 

Clad in the vestments of infinity ; 
Dyed grim and dark : th' antithesis to truth : 

Vague and imcertain as eternity : 
Why earnest thou the human heart to rack, 

And toss in wildest whirlpools of despair ? 
To set it howling, on a blood-stained track, 
• And scent its victims in their guilty lair. 

Suspicion keen lurks in the crafty air. 
From which the sickened heart would fain enquire. 

And pluck an answer from its hateful breath : 

One that would free it from the grasp of care- 
One that would quench the vengeful, choking fire 

Whose flames encompass with the clutch of death! 
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I 



EIGHTEEN-SEVENTY. 




had a bout with Christmas, 
A rare good sort was he ; 
7^^ ^or though his beard was hoary, 
• He laughed right jolilie. 



His eye was blue and icy, 
And twinkled in good sooth ; 
While I was fresh and ruddy 
And but a beardless youth. 

We smoked and drank— our beakers 

Were emptied o'er and o'er : 
I joked about the present, 

And he— of days of yore. 
" Tell me," I cried, " old fellow. 

Don't gallop on so fast I 
Why do you prate so often 

About the dusty past ? " 
Quoth he, " the bustling present 

No solace brings, my boy ; 
The past, old men delight in. 

And speak of it with joy." 
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" But stay,** said I, " to manhood 

The present is as dear : 
Yet while we stand.a-gazing, 

You steal away the yeas. 

This time, forsooth ! you shall not. 
Though you are sere, you*re bold : 

If you brag of the new year, 
1*11 battle for thy old !** 

** Zounds ! youngster,'* cried old Christmas, 
** My power none can withstand ! 

Time is my firm supporter, 
And stands at my right hand. 

** But now before we quarrel, 

£re one or both shall fall ; 
Belike we*ll fill our beakers 

And drink success to all !** 

We drank and smoked and drank again, 
My head grew wond'rous light ; 

I sank back on my cushion. 
And thought not of the fight 
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I woke and saw a stranger- 
Old Christmas then had fled ! 

He spoke — " I'm eighteen-seventy, 
And sijcty-nine is dead !" 



OF MISERY. 

©heart ! surcharged with grief, incessant care, 
And throbbing pain, when will thy weary load 
Be lifted up ? when cease thy wild despair ? 
Beneath which, mind and soul lie stunned and bowed. 
A never-dying sense of grievous wrong 

Gnaws at all peace, upheaves with ev'ry sigh, 
Drags pleasure low in misery to die. 

O ! for a heart ef adamant — so strong, 
So hearUess, that all sense should from it fly — 

All sense of feeling —when the cruel world 
Without remorse its deadliest stabs can give. 

Possessed of this, aU nature might be hurled 
Back to the bowels of its parent earth. 
And sense of wrong be strangled ere its birth ! 
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A CONQUEROR. 

The *• lettered leaves " in swelling notes record, 
How famous men in the far days of old, 

Subdued great nations by the bloody sword ; 
Their liberties beneath their chariots rolled : 
While others from the senate, plans unfold, 

And lead the multitude by specious voice : 
These mighty men who conquered all, behold ! 

Most abject slaves to their own vicious joys : 
Hot rage, fierce thirst, ungovernable mind — 
Scatter their glorious victories to the wind ! 

What boot these triumphs over million souls 
When their own passions lay all greatness low ? 
Who would be truly great, this truth must know : 

He conquers only — who himself controls. 




^s^sSDiipa^s:^ 
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SPEECH OF PRINCE CHARLES EDWARD. 



HOLYROOD PALACE TO THE BATTLE OF 
PRESTON. 






BiENDS of my loyalty ! Chiefs of the North ! 



if Your Prince and your country this day lead 
you forth ; 
Rise like your native hills, sons of the heath, 
Now is the harvest of freedom or death ! 
O ! for the arms of Dundee and Montrose, 
For the fear and the terror they spread *mid their 
foes! 
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Where are the sons of the heroes of old. 
Unshaken in loyalty, steeled against gold ? 
Where are the arms on which victory glinted ? 
Where are the targets that battle had dinted ? 
Your king is in exile, your broadswords are here ; 
Your armour is buckled, the tyrants are near ; 
Throw down your scabbards, your bosoms lay bare, 
And show to the dastards that freedom is there ! 
Look to your homes, and remember your ills. 
To your own native torrents and heather-clad hills ; 
Where the eagle exults in the pride of his form ; 
Where the thistle grows bold in the face of the storm. 
Oh ! sons of the mountain-mist, look to your sires, 
Restore to their brightness your smouldering fires ; 
Look to your cla3rmores, for long they have slumbered ; 
The hours of the tyrant, 'tis fated, are numbered ; 
Strike home to the cowards, inspire them with dread. 
And again let the old Scottish valour be spread ! 
Glory awaits you— your blades and your names — 
Give out the old war-cry of Scotland and James ! 
Rush down on the foe, and his legions shall feel 
That the vengeance of Scotland still lurks in her steel ! 
On then to victory, hew them down rarely ! 
Strike for your rightful king, Scotland, and Charlie ! 
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SEDAN. 



ARGUMENT. 

I. St Helen»— night— ezhnmation of Napoleon the Great 
— hia life reviewed— his ambition the primary 
canse of the German War. 
II. France [1870] under the Empire — at peace— Inter- 
national Ezhibitious— their naission— France at 
War— Sedan. 
m. The Commune. 



— Lone rock 
That from th' mifathom*d billows tow*rs aloft. 

With splintered peaks in murky shadows lost, 
And beetling cliffs wrapped in aerial gloom, 

Dark, sullen, and relentless as the shock 
Of wild Atlanta's waves— what mighty fate. 

What tale of fallen greatness tempest tost 
That erst th' embattled rage of Europe scoffed. 

Still lingers 'mid thy shades, and haunts thylwalls 
of doom ? 
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The mnrmiiriiig winds of midnight swept the base 
Of St. Helena, and with eddying shriek 

Hnng o*er her night-throned crags ; anon would race 
And plnnge deep in her chill and humid swamps, 
Then bound to scatter wide the deadly damps 

That ceaseless hover here, and grimly speak 
Of early de^h. and phantom-eyed disease, 

Unknown to all sare the far-roving breeze. 

Or the bold mariners who ride these stormy seas. 

The gatw of Heaven were op*d and hissing streams 
Drove thro* the sable canopy of night ; 
While the ftmereal clouds at times alight 

With fitful glare of Luna*s sickly beams 
Slow and portentously rocked overhead. 
And o'er the savage scene a wildness shed. 

No shingly beach gave echo to the dash 
Of the Atlantic's rude and surly waves ; 
But here and there at intervals the caves 

Sent forth a giant's groanings, as the crash 
Of some huge billow mingled with the cry 
Of shrilly storm birds that unceasing fly 
Betwixt the surging spray and blustry sky. 
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But lo ! what glimm'riiig light 'mid yonder trees 

Plays on the deadly bayonet's bristling lines ; 

The caiup*8 dim lantern on the warriors shines, 
Swayed by each gusty motion of the breeze ; 

Beneath yon drooping grove earth's depths 
yawned wide, 
And there lay bare enwrapped, in mould and rust, 
The hallowed remnants of an Empire's dust. 

That still the insatiate jaws of Time defied. 

Be still ye clam'rous waves. Ye whistling winds 
Forbear that brow to press — so marble like ; 

Did but these mute lips move — that death now binds — 
Your force were impotant to threat or strike ! 

With lusty arms the forest boughs ye bend, 

Ye plough the seething billows fathoms deep : 

But he the mightiest whirlwinds did transcend, 
The minds of men he moulded to his will : 
O'er Europe's wide expanse his legions sweep, 
And the least whisper of his voice fulfil. 

Can now the listener with the Muse take wing 

Far from this dreary rock ? Behold the course 
Of this bright meteor whose glittering rays 
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Flashed new effulgence on a wond'iing world ; 
Whose lurid light bathed Europe in a blaze 

Of war intestine, and was headlong hurled 
Prone from his pinnacle all sorrowing ; 

Kings, princes, nations rocking with the force ! 

The noisy camp — the plans of siege and fight 

HiB bojhood charmed — ^his brain was ever filled 
With the gaj visions that young Mars delight : 

His daring hand created what he willed, 
Dull earth he spumed ; opposing hands he crushed ; 

Weak minds he re-endowed. With lightning 
bound 
He sprang to dasp his idol, while he hushed 

The pleadings of that inward voice whose sound 
Had laid his baser, harsher nature low. 

Tyrant, Ambition, despot of the soul 1 

Arch leveller of rest and happiness : 
When haughty man moves 'neath thy fell control 

What pow'r he grasps to injure or to bless. 
Nations arise ; kings fall ; or factions cease ; 

Grief weeps no more ; or joy is changed to gloom ; 
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Seas narrow ; moimtaiiis siiik ; War turns to peace ; 

Chaos to life ; and liberty to doom ! 
Groaded by thee, swart Ignorance gives way, 

And quaffs deep draughts from Learning's bub- 
bling fount ; 
Weak hearts and arms pluck strength to save or slay ; 

To giddy heights despairing natures mount. 
Foe, and destroyer of the human race. 
That urged \vni on to ruin and disgrace. 

Thy syren arms embraced, enslaved his mind. 

Gilded his every thought that shaped his life ; 
His fiery soul uncurbed and unrefined, 

Blazed amid scenes of conquest, blood, and strife. 
His mighty genius on Italians plains. 

By Lodi's bridge — on Egjrpt's muddy sands 
Resplendent shone. Arabian, Mameluke 

Succumbed not less to his all-conq'ring bands 
Than his deep studied words. The Pyramids 

Bang back the echoes of his warlike strains : 
Now in the trench, now in the tent he bids 

The gaping breach be mann'd, be framed new laws; 
While all, his prowess, and his deeds applause. 
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Graced with th* Imperial parple which his might 
Claimed from a grateful land ; behold him now 

Victorious hero of a hundred fields, 

Old England trembled on her wave-girt throne ! 

Switzer, Italian, Austrian, one by one, 

Him conq'ror own. Europe her freedom yields. 

Kings, princes, warriors, circle round the sun 
Of all their glory. Mark his massive brow : 
Within its soundless depths unuttered roll 
Gigantic thoughts, the mirrors of a soul 
Whose giant throbs no outward tracery own ; 

Yet all unconfined burst free from all control ! 

Far in the frozen North the sable wing 
Of Russia's eagle hovered o*er his hosts, 
While Famine's grisly spectre mocked his boasts, 

And bade him in the grave his conquests fling. 

The Kremlin's flames beheld his cause undone ; 

No battle lost, and yet no vict'ry won ! 

What waste of life ! what ruin more complete ; 

His legions melt, unsullied by defeat ; 

The snows of Moscow for their winding sheet. 
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Now would the muse in mournful murmurs tell 

How the dark thunder-clouds around him burst ; 
Their threatening shadows o'er his pathway fell 

On Niemans' banks, on Leipsic's bloody day. 
By traitors served Perfidious rivals thirst 

His lofty seat to rend. Defections hand 
In secret moved. That France he raised 

From kingly vassalage his fame to share, 
Forsook him she had deified and praised. 

Friends of his youth — companions in the fray, 
False traitors turned and sought his foes to aid. 

The pen of history shall their mem'ries brand, 
As rocks for trusting monarchs to beware. 

Nor shall the bard his country's deeds defend, 

The vilest wretches' right from him was held, 
He sought old England as a vanquished friend, 

She met him as a reptile crushed and quelled. 
Behold him captive in these ocean walls— 

To France, beloved France his eyes still turn ; 
The sullen billows mock his plaintive calls. 

And with rude arrogance his offers spurn. 
The bounding wind, type of the ever free. 
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Unheeding marks him sigh without surcease 
Deep in yon dusky grove his heart's fond haunt, 
Or on the* embattled crag that cold and gaunt 

Frowns on the dalliance of the am'rous sea. 

Thus sank the star that in the daybreak rose 
All bright and dazzling— whose scintillant rays 

Flashed terror on its mightiest of foes, 
And bade them cower from its (»ient blaze. 
Down from empyrean light to murkiest shade ; 

From ruddy mom to gloomiest, heaviest night ; 
Deplumed, o'er-powered, tortured, and betrayed, 

He veil'd his sorrows from the world's rude sight. 

II. 
Enthroned of nations ! in the pomp of pride. 

And glistening with the homage of the world ; 
Scattering with gen'rous hands her favours wide 

That roses fell to some-^to others thorns. 
Where'er her bird-crowned standard is unfurled, 

There Victory's enshrined. All foes she scorns, 
As pointing to the blazing scroll of fame 

Inscribed thereon her heroes, every name 
Aglow with martial glory, and their brows 
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Encircled with the bays* unfading green. 
She roles all kings as arbitress of Peace 

Or War ! And lo ! on every wave are seen 
Her warlike ironclads and merchant prows. 

These her dread name protect, and those increase 
Her wealthy commerce. Not to arms alone 

Nor the bright mem'ry of a thousand fights 
She trusts her glorious name. Nor the gay sights 

That her great capital adorn. Behold 
Yon crystal mass, beneath its lights are shown 

The costly beauties of the world of gold ; 
Of precious arts, of wonders the most rare. 

Does not the task ennoble ? Mighty power, 
Unsullied prestige, govem'd by a will, 

Firm, and yet mild, can Heavenly blessings give. 
The wrangling, fretful tongues, the brows that low'r. 

The jealous eyes that baleful flashes send ; 
The lustful arms of War that thrive and live 

On blood and rapine, and men wound and kill, 
That batten on the passions of the world, 

All, when these peaceful banners are unfurled, 
Their aims, hopes, triumphs, in one purpose blend. 

From Afric's hidden wilds, from China's shores. 
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From India's sacred jungles where the roars 

Of savage brutes join with the Brahmin's pray'r, 
From Cossack steppes, and from mysterious Nile, 

From breezy Norway, from Siberia's mines, 
From lands that bask in Nature's warmest smile, 

From Iceland's frozen bergs and drifting floes, 
From every distant clime, from friends and foes, 

The richest, rarest gems of cunning hands 
Are laid all fair and sparkling at her feet. 

Here deadly foes with grasp fraternal meet, 
And view the wond'rous arts of rival lands. 

Shall then the bard from Holy Writ unfold 

The words prophetic— that all climes of earth 

Shall be as one— lion with lamb lie down ? 
Thus be that word fulfilled. 

When the sharp rattle of a thousand bolts 

From heaven's artillery sounds o'er the arch 

Of echoing thunder-clouds ; when Jove revolts 
And musters on parade for instant march 

His pond'rous squadrons of the dreadful storm, , 
Man marks the portents, and his trembling form 
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Seeks timeous shelter from the coming wrath ; 

So when the bristling crest of gory war 
Looms through the haziness of future years ; 
When distant rumblings mutter from afar, 
Filling the fluttering heart vrith anxious fears ; 

When every dockyard echoes with the blows 
Of busy hammers — men then arm *gainst foes. 

Thus when Vesuvius' molten bowels rock, 
And heave the rugged sides that stem the tide 

Of hissing lava ; they who near reside 
Flee from the horrors of th' impending shock. 

But France ! unready for that dread parade 
Sleeps on, nor heeds the bugle's shrill halloo, 

That sounds from every Fortress of the Bhine. 
The Teutons' banners their watch- word displayed 

" United Germany," and forth to view. 
Deployed the squadrons of the Fatherland. 

France cried *' Aux Armes," and from her sunny 
vales 
Bang the soul-stirring strain, ** La Marseillaise." 

Her gallant sons snatch gaily up the brand. 
And meet with dizzy hearts th' uncertain fray. 
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Who now foresaw thftfc soon these smiling plams 
Would lie bedrenohed benealih a sea of gore ? 

Hush 1 to the muffled throbbing of the drum, 
And the shrill ringing of the darion's vc^ce, 

While the grim cannon's mouth, a hoarser note 
Casts on the afifrighted air — ^the sullen tramp 

Of marshalled infantry— the lightning wheel— 
Th' impetuous fiery charge, and awful crash 

Encount'ring cavalry. The piteous yells — 
The shrieks of agony— the clouds of night 

That strive to veil the outrage from the sight 
Of frowning heav'n. Mark yonder yellow field 

Now thick with ripening grain — see that green 
patch — 
There lie the soldiers of the Fatherland 

Hard as they fell, crushed by the mitrailleuse. 
Here, these green mounds that dot the dusty road, 

Show where the French sleep in their narrow 
beds : 
Kmd pilgrims, sorrowing friends, and gen'rous foes 

Plant here and there a simple woodrai cross- 
Glory's sole crown. 
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Hemmed in, the battle lost, 

Her myriad foes exulting at her fate, 
The mistress of the world lays down her arms. 

Like some devoted bark, that tossed and spent. 
Drives through the seething billows of the night 

With leaking planks ; with rigging torn and rent 
She plunges on dismantled for the fight. 

Now in the yawning gulph, now mounting high 
The foaming mountain crest, then downward hurled 

Deep in the yeasty trough, to sink and die, 
Powerless to breast the waves that bellowing curled 

Around her trembling form. Thus fallen far 
From her empyrean height, France stood at bay, 

Meshed by Von Mcdtk^ hoary god of War. 
Heavens ! is this Teuton conqueror the same 

Whose meteor paled at Lodi's fatal bridge. 
And sank on Jena's dark and bloody field ? 

At bloody Austerlitz their legions flew 
As autumn leaves before the wintry blast. 

And on Marengo's gore-ensanguin'd plains 
Their might lay postrate 'neath Napoleon's heeL 

Now has Ambition's fatal conquests borne 
The vengeance handed down from sire to son. 
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Alas ! degenerate France ! on Saarbruck's heights. 
At Woerth, and Forbach, luxury and vice 

Plucked all your vict'ries down. At Gravelotte 
There strove the mighty Empire's gallant sons : 

But ah ! the sweeping flight of yon proud bird — 
Th' Imperial eagle is for ever stayed, 

His quiv'ring wings drop nerveless by his side — 
His plumage torn, and bloody with the fight, 

With one despairing swoop, his darkening form 
Sinks lifeless *mong the heroes of SEDAN ! 



Untamed, the clotted sword is still unsheathed, 

Unlimbered yet the cannons' rabid jaws 
Thirst for fresh victims. Hearts that should have 
breathed 

The balm of kindly sympathy, now bum 
With deadly hate. Brother 'gainst brother draws 

The glitt'ring brand. Friends now to foemen 
turn. 
While the red ruffian hand strews wanton flame 

Among her noblest shrines with fiendish yell. 
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With hair dishevelled, and with tear-dewed eyes, 

Her palpitating bosom wrung with sighs, 
France writhes beneath the rule of the Commune. 

Destruction's hydra head with greedy maws 
Gapes for fresh ruin. Women dead .to shame 

Demoniac laugh, and gaily seek their docnn. 
Triumphal column and proud arch reel o*er ; 

Hero and dastard in empurpled tomb 
Lie stiff and rotting— orerhead the roar 

And horrid rattle of the mitrailleuse 
Are their loud requiem. The hurtling shell 

Through toppling sculptures its dread flight 
pursues: 
Great Heaven ! what crime more crimson-dyed than 
ihis? 

Mankind in fratricidal quarrel slain. 
Are not the fairest provinces of France 

Tom, bruised, and bleeding from her palsied 
hold? 
Does not the German, haughty, venal, bold, 

In every fortress and on every plain 
Pace conqueror ? Even yet his legions prance, 

And with rude oaths destroy the ripening grain— 
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Even yet his bratal heels crash, 'mid the dew. 

The pallid faces of her soldier sons 
That lie nntended *neath the moon*s cold beams : 

Their forms black 'g^alnst the sky, bereft of 
breath, 
Encamped in the last Uvonao (^ Death ! 

Is there not woe enough in all these scenes ? 
Are there not tears enough already shed ? 

Is there no patriot hand to strike, subdue, 
This hellish butchery— this demon crew ? 

If such there be, and oh ! for such the dreams 
The fervid prayers of the bard are given. 

Then let him haste to staunch his country's 
wounds, 
To cheer her fainting steps ere hope has fled ; 

To quench her fiery thirst, avenge the wrong 
Of all who in her cause have nobly striven. 

Again shall ring the laugh— resound the song ; 
Then from her smomng ruins shall arise 

A race more happy, and a France more wise I 
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AWAKE, AWAKE THE SLUMBERING 
LYRE! 



Jl^ WAKB, awake the alumbering lyre, 
JJB^i Run o*er the dear loved chords again; 
Awake ! as thrills the ancient fire 
In raptured currents thro' each vein. 
O ! join once more the tuneful strain. 
The fervent hymn, the happy song ; 
Let thought and pain, 
And weary care. 
And grim despair, 
Be banished long : 
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Awake, and to some distant clime, 
Where merry England's laugh is not — 

With lightsome bosom banish Time, 
And be the mournful past forgot ! 

Awake, awake the slumbering lyre, 

Awake the gladsome, mazy dance ; 
Awake each good old dame and sire, 

Awake ye legend and romance. 
Come blinding rains, and sleet, and snow, 
CVerspread again the shivering earth : 
We'll make all fast 
'Gainst storm and blast. 
And all shall glow 
With life and mirth : 
Hark to the old year's parting chime — 

Farewell ! we can a sigh bestow ; 
Beseeching mercy from old Time, 
We sigh adieu, and bid him go ! 

Awake, awake the slumbering l3rre. 
Entwine old age with hollies green ; 

And let the blazing log inspire 
Each gloomy soul to grace the scene. 
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A sigh the sea-borne sailor claimsi 
Forgotten love a pang imparts ; 
To loving names 
"We yield a tear, 
Whose memories dear 
Live in our hearts. 
Awake the lyric string sublime ; 

Respond each heart with pleasure fraught : 
Awake ! and let us banish time 
To some far shore where joy is not ! 



ON THE TRAIL. 

AT WOERTH. 

Beneath a shattered gun he lay, bis life blood welling 

forth. 
Mid soldiers of the Fatherland, upon the heights of 

Woerth; 
His arm was crushed beneath a wheel, his tunic soiled 

and rent ; 
The lanyard still within his grasp, his breathing quick 

and spent : 
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The smokiiig spoiige l*y o'er hts breast, the deadly 

wound below, 
His battery was far away, ttOl strnggling with the 

foe; 
His mother in some German home perchance thought 

of him now. 
And in her troubled dreams would bathe his pallid, 

throbbing brow. 
His name uncalled at muster-roll, some comrade bears 

the news. 
The weeping mother finds him stark beneath the 

morning dews. 



Across his snorting steed he'd falPn, the chief of his 

brave band — 
The reins within his iron grip, the sword in his right 

hand; 
And see the wound, a horrid gap, dealt by that 

fractured lance. 
No matter— 'tis a patriot's breast— he fought and died 

for France ! 
The noble charger's legs are snapped, he still l*y 

where he fell ; 
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The fire of life within his eye— he goax^ his master 

well ; 
His wife, his children weep for him— they search and 

weep in vain, 
He cafanly lies by yonder stream— now tinged with 

crimson staijK 

Her grey hairs dabbled in her blood, her head all 

bruised and cleft, 
Upon the road the peasant lay, long since of life 

bereft; 
The fugitives pass o'er her form, the victors mark her 

not; 
And here the ag^ woman lies, killed by a coward 

shot! 
What fame can follow deeds like these ? what glory 

crown the fight ? 
When woman's kindly help is stayed and quenched in 

war's dark night : 
Perish the hand that sped the ball, may never 

woman's smile 
Light on his weary homeward march, or cheer his 

lonely toil ; 
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His nuue obscure shall not be found on manhood's' 

blazing scroll, 
Unwept, misong, he pines away, the corse upon his 

soul. 

And this is war ! nay seek it not 'mid yon victorious 

ranks. 
Nor yet within the Senates' walls — a grateful country's 

thanks; 
The silver disc upon the breast, that proudly beats 

and swells ; 
No badge of honour seems to me, no tale of glory 

tells; 
When battle fields are strewn like this* with horror, 

woe, and death ; 
Tear yonder flaunting standard down, and speak with 

bated breath ! 
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THE FLAG OF TRUCE. 

BAZVILLIS. 

f^MHUHT turn from laboring earth to midnight sky ? 
^P^ Why leave the eddying strife and battle cry ? 
The snort of frenzied steeds, the alarum drum. 
The bugle's shrill halloo, the swelling hum 
Of squadron upon squadron madly dashed ; 
The rattling volleys, and the water splashed 
And hissing, bubbling o*er the red-hot shell : 
The furious onset, and the accompanymg swell 
Of thousands slain ; the batteries' booming sound, 
The murderous hail of bombs and grape around. 
Lo ! mark the embrazured line of yonder height, 
Far from the shifting centre of the fight 
Bise black and dreadful 'gainst the spangled sky, 
Beyond which ever and anon a ball, 
Pregnant with death, loos'd from the trench will fall ; 
At times a lightning flash from end to end 
Keveals the gunners there — who now defend. 
With desperate speed, their comrades' safe r^reat : 
Alas 1 how few return from the dread heat 
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Of that most fatal charge. And jret the enemy 
Drunk, flushed with insoleiioe of victory, 
Press on the gaping ramparts— o'er the bridge 
That spans the yawning liver. 

From that ridge, 
Crowned with the flower of their artillery, 
Burst storms of hissing grape, with carnage bound 
With aim unerring ; while the furrowed g^ronnd 
On every side gives way. The wingkl bomb 
Lights in the city, shattering many a home. 
And now a blaze terrific meets the eye — 
The battle-field is bathed in crimson dye : 
The fire-king reigns ! Alas I he hapless brave, 
Now all is lost. What mortal hand could save ? 
A fiery death within— a bloodier there, 
Nought now but shame, dishonour, and despair. 
But see ! upon the battlements that form — 
Herald of Peace I amid the leaden storm 
A spotless flag floats through the fiery Uast, 
A sacred symbol 'mong the foe flies past ; 
Unharmed he supplicates amid the Uaze. 
A flag of truce! Great CK)d, the slaughter stays. 
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MURMUK, MURMUB, DEAR AULD OCEAN. 

^UBMUB, murmur, dear »uld ocean ! 
Tho' thy music gies me pain. 
Yet my breast warms wi' devotion 
For my love acrous the main. 
Murmur, for I love to hear you, 

Tho* thy sang is never new ; 
Best I kenna* till Fm near you. 
Near your waves o' bonnie blue ! 

Murmur, murmur, for I listen 
To your sang o' w<mdrous power ; 

Weel I lo'e to see ye glisten. 
Like the dew on ilka flower. 
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Hum awa ! I kent nae sorrow 

Till I lo'ed a lassie true ; 
Noo I*m left alane, to borrow 

Comfort frae yer waves sae blue. 

Munnur, murmur, I am coming' 

To embrace yer breast o* snaw, 
For I ken ye whiles are humming 

To a maiden far awa'. 
Sic anither moon was smiling, 

Just as fast the moments flew. 
When we wandered, time beguiling. 

By yer waves o' sparklin' blue. 

Murmur, miumur,— ^nane to lo*e us,- 

Cruel fate has gar*t us greet ; 
Yet ane lift is beaming o'er us, 

Yet ane ocean laves oor feet. 
Cares are mony, heavy, dreary. 

Pleasures aft, alas 1 are few ; 
Helen, ken ye how I weary 

By the ogean deep and blue ? .. 
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Murmtir, mnnntir, rolling, sighing, 

Croonin' ower yer wierd refrain ; 
Ocean, ocean I am dying 

For my love across the main I 
Gie me back the maid, O billow I 

Gie me back the maid sae true, 
Ere I seek a saft, saft pillow 

Neath your dark eternal blue. 



AULD ADAM GLEN. 

ULD ADAK GLEN lived i* the west, 
J A pawky, canty carle was he ; 



His lands and biggin* were the best 
Ye'd find in a' the north oountrie. . 
But rain will come and rain will gang, 
Where's fouth o' siller friens will thrang ; 
And aye the o'ercome o* his sang 
Was, *' Nane^ sae happy as me t " 
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When simmer winds blew safk mmI warm. 

And gowans deckt the lily lee, 
The hairst was ower on Axlam^s farm. 
And a' was brailiment and glee. 
But silly, pair carles are ne'er content, 
And o' advice will ne'er tak' tmit, 
Till time and youthful i«ime are q[>ent 
In fell debaucherie. 

When cauldrife winter's sleet blew fast, 

And flocks they shiver'd i' the fauld, 
Nae bield had he frae snelly blast 
Frae snawy drift and poortith's cauld. 
His back is bent wi' eident care. 
His limbs wi' crabbit eld are sair, 
But oh ! the warst's when laddies rair, 
*' There gaes the daft bodie !" 
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TIS MAN ALONE WHO LIETH. 



Say timid flower, 
When wiiiter*8 shower 

Seeks thy frail stem to sever,— 
. Hard is thy lot, 
Say is it not? 

Thy beauty gone for ever. 

''Pluckedofftobe 
By cruelty, 
Then trampled on and slighted. 
Is misery 
And woe, than be 

By rudest tempest blighted." 

Glory, stand fast ! 

Nor hurry past 
So swift that none can follow. 

Thy joys are vain 

And end in pain, 
They're fleeting, lig^t, and hollow. 
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** The fame I give 

For aye might live 
Could men but guard the treasure. 

Share it they will, 

Unthinking still, 
With pride, ambition, pleasure. " 

Gome, drooping maid, 

The rose that played 
Upon thy cheek has faded ; 

Thine eye is wan, 

Thy laugh is gone, 
Thy brow with care is shaded. 

" True love is deep. 

Bat maids still we^ 
At vows that man has broken ; 

Soiled and undcme. 

Can beauty's sun 
Shine 'mid each shattered UAxaa. f 

Thus answer th^ 
AH, day by day. 
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In wotdB that never dieth : 
" God is not false, 
Earth is not false, 

Tis man alone who lieth !*' 



GOD'S EVIDENGB. 

They lie who doubt God's presence on the earth— 
Above, below, aronnd, His signs are here ; 

Each fraught with proof of He who gave them birth- 
Proof to the searching eye and wOling ear. 

We see God's semblance in man*s beauteous form, 
GtMi's promise in the doudy-tioted arch ; 

God's wrath within the holdings of the storm 
And in the whirlwind on its blnstiy march ; 

God's voice within the brooklet's prattling song, 
God's smile within the harvest's ripening sun, 

God's whisper in the wind that sighs along, 
God's love in downy sleep when toil is done : 

Then let no man show his unworthiness 

When all God's wodcs thus their Creator bless ! 
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IF IN THE BBAUTT. 



F, in the beMity of thy 

maidenhood. 
And ere thy boflom knew 

one touch of care ; 
I loved the heart that had 

my soul BUbdued, 
And bathed me in the son- 
shine glowing there. 
How much more can my 
feeble lips express 
Since joined in one, the Joyous years speed past 
Cementing stronger still our happhiess ; 

Though harder, fiercer blows life's troublous bltet, 
My sorrows find a refuge in thy breast ; 

My drooping spirits kindle at thy voice, 
The brightened hearth invites my toil to rest, 

The prattling little ones create new joys ; 
Then my return— affection can no more. 
Is but to love thee dearer than before t 
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F 



SPRING. 



^LUSHED from her seat with nervous start, 
^ And wildly throbbing^ brow and heart, 



Fair Spring uprises to our view, 
And charms us with her aspect new. 

What, though our former bards extolled 
Her graces, some may yet be told : 
Far from the dusky city fly, 
And mark the fields with critic eye. 

Broad to the sight extends the green 
And fragrant meads of emerald sheen ; 
And *neath our feet are springing up 
The daisy and the buttercup. 

And upon yon dim mountain's side 
There blossom flowerets in pride ; 
Screened from man's rude destroying sight. 
Protected by each craggy height. 
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See how the trees hi patience bear 
Their naked lot ; they soon will wear 
Bobes of such hues that well may shame 
Garments of aught that man can name. 

Gaunt and midoihed, their adien forms 
Tremble at Spring's uncertain storms : 
The fitful gust, the cooling shower 
Give them new beauties, grace, and power. 

Now o*er the holms the lambkins rove, 
Now warblings echo from each grove ; 
Now sounds the crows' discordant scream. 
Now leaps the muddy, swollen stream. 

Now comes the timid western breeze, 
Recalling thoughts of sands and seas ; 
And the bee buzzes in our ear 
That sunny, sleepy summer's near. 

Looming o'er evening's landscape still- 
Mark yon dim douds beyond the hill ; 
Soon may the liquid vapours fall, 
And gloom and nig^t descend on all. 
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Such is the reign of viigin Spring, 
Lingering yet ever on the wing ; 
Smiling and weeping, dull, yet fjoA^ 
Mirthful, threatening, playfnl, sad. 



HATRED. 

Hither comes Hatred 1 phantom-robed in doubt, 
Nursed in the icy depths of marble hearts ; 
A yague and sick-like throb no sign imparts 

Of its dread presence. No ! its sinuous route 
Lies in the crafty whisper, and the glance 
Of smouldering rage : not by direct assault. 

But by dark mine and oountenmne th' advance 
With cunning speed is made. No timid halt 
The purpose stays : but slander's myriad tongues 
Deep wounds lay bare : perchance th* assasin hand 
Its victim claims ; more oft the soul is wrung 
By daily misery, er sorrows brand. 

Then 'mid the crash of triumph forth stahdu hate 

The conqueror's spoil— a life laid desolate ! 
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SONNET. 

Ah ! WHAT a whirlwind of deliriofns joy 

Sweeps thro' the hollow caverns of my breast. 
As though its echoes leagued them to destroy 

The calm, sweet, lingering autumn of my rest- 
That peace autumnal ; after many fears 

Had disappeared within their dark abode. 
Which breathed a hope thro' all the saddened yean 

That Time had cast me from his varied load. 
But now^-alas ! the god again appears. 

Who had erewhile such joy—such pain bestowed, 
Submission to his sovereign sway I yidd, 

For who can cast defiance in his face ? 
Yet fronf the happiness he bears concealed, 

I kneel to sue f w pity and for grace. 
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SLEEPER RISE. 



\ riM ! thy dreams fore«kiii£r» 
See, the mom is dawning clear ; 
Songs from every lip are breaking, 
Haste, and welcome the New Year ! 
How the cheery robin twitters 

From his bare and spangled bongh, 
How the icy river glitters, 
And the fields lie hid neath snow ! 

Hark ! the merry bells are pealing, 
Joyous chimes fioat on the air. 

Drowsy sleep and sorrow stealing 
From the gloomy folds of care . 

Errors past forget for ever 
In the future have no fear ; 

Purpose better— wise endeavour — 
In the new and hopeful year ! 

As the changeful jrears roll o*er us 

Each on its eventful way. 
Earnest labours lie before us,— 

Let us work while yet 'tis day. 
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liB Can I Love thee as of yore f 

Han ! life's gift fnm th« CrMiftor, 
Bless the joys he gives ns here ; 

Sleeper, wake ! and join all nature 
Wekxnning the glad new year, 

SAY CAN I LOVE THEE AS OF YORE ? 



^!V|l^iiB heart rmstrung with constant giief, 

Jii Depressed with sorrows* tearful care, 
In vain seeks comfort or relief 

While yet the cause is rankling there. 
Tis thus my bosom's warmest joys 

Are deadened to their inmost core, 
And thus I answer to thy voice — 

Say can I love thee as of yore ? 

That form I clasped with fervid {uride 
Hath lost none of its charming grace, 

And since I won thee for my bride 
Time's flight o'er thee hath left BO traoe. 
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Tei, shall my secret tbo^ts ooiio6«l 
The shattered pleasoree I deplore ? 

I ntter what my looks reveal, 
I camiot love thee as of yore. 

Thy cheeks, thy lips, thine eye mifold 
Their glowing beauties to my sight. 

Their breathing sweetness as of old 
Enjoyed in ardent loTe*s delight ; 

Bnt, ah ! for me that smile has fled, 
That Toioe a welcome has no more, 

That eye may now be lost or dead- 
It glows— it loves not as of yore. 

Can fury thoughts of love awake ? 

Can innocence be linked with sin ? 
Can myriad liquid torrents slake 

The raging fires that flame within ? 
Nor yet can earthly joy be sought 

Where flames of strife and envy roar ; 
Our lives must be with misery fraught 

If Jound— we love nf>t M ol jroMb 
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Gftn bosom bo perfidious prove 

As rend its wwmest oboids in twaiq, 
For natures thus nngrateful move 

The quivering lieart from love to pein. 
And while the memory dims mine eye 

Of hftpi^ hoars with thee before, 
My bosom questions with a aigh— 

Say can I love thee as of yore ? 
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A BE(»aai ilSAET. 



DBE AM. 

KiF in a oity*8 heart, under an ancient roof 
GmmUing with hoary age^ alnmbiiag I lay ; 
StiU waa tha noise of life, 
Gone the kmd vc^oe of strife, 
Night with her sable pall reign'd over day. 

Then at that lonely hour, at that sepulchral hoar» 
Game there a mystic dream rolling so dread. 

Twining so f earfolly, 

Clasping so horridly. 
Steeping my brain with its billows so red. 

Each rafter overhead loomed thro' the darksome 
doud; 
Tim'rons the curtains dim waved every part ; 
Sleep long had dosed mine eyes, 
Trennilous deep-drawn sighs 
Burst fvon tlie depths <if my secfowfol haMfi. 
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Far o'er the green I roam'd under the forest's shade 
Where silent shadows lurk, nisset and red ; 

Here the wind lingering long, 

With its funereid song, 
Bustles th' echoing leaves, nodding o'erhead. 

Here unseen footst^is fall, here unknown Toioes oalli . 
And the glad, musical rolnn is gone ; 

Han^ croaking ravens Bcveam 

Over some ghastly theme. 
Under the creaking trees, lofty and lone. 

Solitude, solitude, nor voice nor footstep rude 
Break through the ghostly shades spreading around ; 
Here the owl frets and grieves 
Lonely, 'mid fallen leaves— 
'Mid withered leaves and boughs strewing the 
ground. 

Down by the lakelet's edge, by the dank slimy sedge, 
Long o'er its rotting green, musing I gazed : 
There came a form of light, 
Dazding my wondering sight, 
Bavishiag IovaUmss q;Mrkled and blaaed. 
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Sweet waethat nuuden ftiir, fondly she gazed on me ; 

Bat when my k>ying anna twined roond to prees — 
Lo, in her i^ace there stood 
What chill'd my brain and blood— 

Heaven I what was it I sought to caress ? 

Back st<^my palsied hand, back stept my trembling 
foot, 
Qoickly I started, then swiftly I fled : 
Vengeful it f ollow'd fast, 
Shriekhig its fiendish blast- 
Lifeless I sank in its clutches so dread. 

Its touch glow'd like furnace hot, breath seem'd to 
taint and rot. 
Its eyes shone like bloody sims staining the sky ; 
Down to that putrid wave- 
None near to help or save— 
Diagg'd it my form with an horrible cry. 

Trees seem'd to shake and fall, demons to yell and 
call; 
Loathly that oraiHing lake stretched far and wide ; 
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HtKvca MMMd lo roU Mid frofwrn 
Detpar Mid deepw dovn, 
TiU lif e WM qiMnehed ia th« horrihte ftid« ! 



l'bn VOI. 

Deep in a dty'f heart, under that andent roof, 
When from my oouch I sprang, roae there a scream I 

And my hand laafc I preee'd 

Close to my labVing breast, 
Smiling I mattered then, *' Twas but a dream r* 

But long my bosom kept that dream, which never 
slept, 
Tho* many months of joy swiftly sped by ; 
There it lay breeding hate, 
Weaving too well my fate, 
Poisoning, alas ! my son], dimming mine eye. 

One there was whom I knew^ trusted and lovM too^ 
Poured in his willing ear sorrow and joy ; 
Proudly I deem*d him friend. 
Trusted that death could end- 
That death alone could our frimMiip destn^. 
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But sooB liSs odidt doll ^6 gaaed on Me •oorafnUy, 
And thai onoe plMusant smile now wm a frown ; 
Hardily his voioe bow grtw, 
Piefcing my bosom through. 
And my poor spirit in terror crouched down. 

O ! that cold, dull blue eye, sooncfless etwnity 
Never so fearful, so painful can seem ; 
Even a gory sun 
Streaming thro' doudlets dun 
Hath not the horror that-lay in its gleam. 

Prone before beanty's throne, I« too, have knelt in 
vain; 
Love warped my reason, and passion my heart ; 
But at its maddest tide. 
When frenzy's stream rolled wide, 
As 'nealh his cold, dull finance— ne'er did I smart. 

Like to that horrent dream, so does this demon seem, 
Twining round, curiing, pervading my soul ; 

Thtte in his i^iostly glee 

Bevels and riots he. 
Bending, and searing, and snrglBg the whole. 
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Friendlefli, no frieiid have I; homelMB I «>▼• and 
sigh- 
Sigh for the joyous days time hath reclaimed ; 
Loveless, my bosom cold 
Daily is growing old ; 
Heart-broken, fear-stricken, hopeless, defamed. 
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LOVE AND WINE. 

■IHKN Heav'n for Adam's deadly sin 

Condemned mankind to sorrow, O ; 
It 1^ a fount where he oonld win. 
And draughts of pleasure borrow, O 1 

When wont distraught an' rax'd with grief. 
When life grew sore an' eerie, O ; 

He sought for comfort's cheering smile — 
And found it in his dearie, O ! 
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Her laughing eyes his heart would warm, 
Like dew o' good peat-reekie, ! 

And while his arm her form entwined, 
He'd kiss her silken cheekie, ! 

And then the gods, tocrown 
his joys, 
Bestowed their richest 
treasure, 0; 
For in the wine cup's spark- 
ling depths, 
He'd drink his fill o' 
pleasure, 0! 

But love and wine are unco 
blate, 
His senses oft trepannin', 
O; 
And 'they who seek their 
gifts to take 
¥^th them must be fu' canny, ! 
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! DID*ST THOU HEAB^ THE HEAVY SlfiH? 

®DIDBT thoa hear the heavy sigh 
That heaves thy faithful lover's breast 
Or did*8t though mark the listless eye 
He turns to thee for lov« and rest? 
The morning sun has lost his charms. 

The linnet's song but breathes of pain, 
For I am filled with sad alarms 
Lest I behold thee ne'er again ! 

I by those locks of sunny shade, 

And by that brow so dazzling fair, 
And by thy cheeks where beauty played, 

0, keep me not in such de^tair ! 
O, dearest, by those thrilling eyes. 

And by those lips so ooral red. 
By former whisperings which I prize, 

By happier days so ssfdly fled ; 

By that f i^r hand my lips have prest, 

And by those thoughts so wildly free, 
Bestow thy love upon this breast 
That constant beats for only thee. 
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O ! say that woid onoe moie, to piove 
Thy heart from me has never flown : 

Onoe more may I with fervent love 
For ever clasp thee as mine own ! 



DESPAIB AND HOPE. 

On my oonch I lay reposing, 
Pi^ly musing, partly dozing. 
Till at last, my eyelids closing, ofif methought, I went 
asleep; 

Yet no rest my sleep imparted. 
For my bosom heaved and smarted 
With the poison*d shafts of care ! 

Thus I slumbered, broken-hearted, 
In th' embraces of despair ! 

Shadowy vapoors o'er my vision 
Danced and flitted in derision. 
While my diamber grew a prison, and I languished 
captive there ; 
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Clouds on clouds were madly wlurling— 

Ghosts and phantoms dimly curUng— 

Horrors upon horrors hurling— 
Till I groaned in anguish deep; 

On my eyes despair k^ pressing— 
Pressing that I could not weq[> ! 

Bands of icy steel hung round me, 
Then I knew the fiend had bound me, yet I wondered 
how he found me — 

Ne'er such company I sought ; 

But his grasp of iron thrilled me, 

And his gory garments filled me — . 
Filled me with a horrid terror to my bosom never 
known; 

And I shuddered lest he'd slay me, 
Slay me as I lay alone ! 

As this thought aloud I uttered, 
Something through the darkness fluttered— 
Through my clenchM teeth I muttered, "Come as 
many as ye may. 

Death ! though king of hell, I weary, 
Now to me all earth is dreary : 
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Welcome, king I I do not fear ye— all my bitterneis 
ispass'd ! 

Plunge thy weapon strongly, surely I** 
Thus I waited for the last I 

Thus I waited, sad and lowly. 

Till my senses gathered slowly, 
Then a feeling, strangely holy, crept so sweetly o'er 

my form. 

And a radient, dazzling gleaming 

Filled the little chamber, seeming 
As if coming from a beaming, silvery, heavenly- 
plumaged bbd 

That lay floating 'neath the ceiling. 
And these blessed words I heard : 

*' Listen to me, weary stranger. 
Hemmed on every side by danger, 
Of the human breast I*m ranger, when that breast is 
trodden low ; 

When despair is hardest pressing 
I descend, and, by caressing, 
Joyfully bestow a blessing, which extinguishes his 
woe. 
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Thftt doth force his evil prompter 
To his gloomy throne below !" 

Like the f orkM lightaing flashing, 
So its wings dropt downward clashing, 

At my left hand fiercely dashing, and I screamed 
aloud in pain I 

Yet I Btrained my every feeling, 
For my 'wildered brain was reeling — 

And straight upward, through the ceiling, did the 
vengeful spirit soar ; 

Nought remained but pain and wonder. 

And I sank upon the floor ! 

Fearfully, timorously starting, 
Still with pain and terror smarting. 
Saying, ** Orlm despair, our parting has been over 
long, I ween ! 

Forth thou black and fearful devil. 
Whose enjoyment 'tis to revel in the breast of man ! 
Farewell ; 

Hence ! return not. Hope ! I clasp thee, 
Thou with me shalt ever dwell I " 
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NOVEMBER. 



n^anovEMBEB cold enfolds us fast 
JLj^In nipping frost and wintry blast, 
And loudly shrieks the end is near 
Of autumn's reign, so brown and sere. 

We hurry thro' each lane and street, 
With garments drenched and dripping feet; 
Unsparing falls the dreary rain— 
We wish for summer back again ! 

Abroad we view the naked field 
That has its suit of green concealed ; 
Each bush has dofTd its emerald gown, 
And shivers in a garb of brown. 
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The trees so ghosUy, grim, and gftttnt 
Seem perillimg in ckAA and want ; 
The bonghi that dangled in the wind. 
Their leafy bnrdens nnoQiifined« 

Now shoot upright so stiff and hoar 
As tho' their mission was no more ; 
And mead, and hill, and vale, and brae 
Crouch in their livery of grey. 

Now roars the furious tempest, driven 
From every nook and point of heaven ; 
Ck)mpelling man to shrink and cower 
Beneath His iron rod of power. 

Alack ! for bark on treach'rous wave, 
Qod save the timid and the brave ! 
Preserve from death on rocky shore 
Where whelming breakers ceaseless roar. 

And who so sadly wends his way, 
With back so bent and look so grey ; 
With furrowed brow and speech so sage ? 
Make way, make way, and reverence age ! 
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And joyous youth, bo wild and bold, 
Trips by, nor heeds the patriarch old ; 
Unmindful the same weary strife 
Awaits him in the ranks of life. 

November ooM, thy reign*s complete— 
PasR on with days of storm and eleet ; 
We own thy sway, by force ui^eld. 
Thy doom is seal'd, thy death is knell'd. 

Pass on, pass on, with look so bare 
That shakes the breast of agbd care ; 
But youth more hopeful, tho' less true, 
Starts up and girds himself anew ! 
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AND IS OUR LIFE. 



KD is our life, O Lord, % shade, 

Bat vanity our mind ? 
Is dust the f onn thy hand hath made. 
Our breath hat as the wind T 

But loathly clay the cheek of health, 

Whose beauty we extolled ? 
And are our vaunted stores of wealth 

Corrupted heaps of mould T 

Alas I 'tis so— a shade dissolves, 

And nought is left to show ; 
So all our projects and resolves 

An hour may overthrow. 

The ocean shakes his mighty form. 
And straightway ships are hurled. 

By bellowing waves and wrathful storm, 
Around the shrieking world. 
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Our dwellings shake with every breath 
That sUrs the floweret's leaf ; 

Withoat them ever lorketh death, 
Within are woe and grief. 

Save that the bulwarks of the Lord 
Bise round each tottering wall ; 

'Save that his lightning crested sword 
Strikes death with Uvid paU. 

Like angry waves, when hands of men 
Beat round to crush and slay, 

Man falls, if God in mercy then 
Will not direct his way. 

The trees that clothe this living vale, 
From nature's breast are sprung ; 

But blasts may cause their forms to quail 
When they are weak and young. 

And if the gardener help them not, 
They shake, they cry, they fall ; 

So will the Lord amend his lot 
Who on His name wfil call. 
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THE CUP. 

!iHO prates of dftnger in the brimming cup, 

And that its crimson d^iChs conoeal the 

grave? 

I say him nay— so let the puling knave 

Fall to its rosy depths and quaff it up. 

Hail ! to the cup, man*s warmest and true friend ; 

When treacherous friendship has turned cold and 
dead: 

Hail to the cup ! a glow its wealth can lend. 
When all the fickle vows of love are fled : 

Hail to the cup ! vast trains of richest thought 
Ck>urse 'neath its power, thro* the barren brain : 

HaQ to the cup ! that cheers when hope is not, 
That lightens t(nl and plucks the sting from pain. 

All hiUl the cup ! tiiat grief and care destroys, 

The priceless treasure of our dearest joys I 
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THE SOLDIEB AND THE SHAMEOCK. 



OONTUnENTAL WAB, 1866. 

SOLDIKB grew pale on a red field of strife. 
Paused breathless and fainting with pain ; 
And gazed on the carnage where rivers of life 



^ 



Flowed darkly *mid banks of the slain. 

Oh ! fearful, I ween, was that current so red, 

So still, yet so deep ; and its source 
No mortal could tell,— but the lips of the dead 

Might murmur, it flowed from each corse. 

He saw at his feet, while he fast drew his breath, 

The fiirm of his comrade laid low ; 
Clay cold were the features — ^yet, even in death. 

The eyeballs glared fierce on the foe ! 

The boom of the cannon rang loud in his ear. 

Its flashes illumined the air ; 
And oft 'mid the thunder of war could he hear 

The death shrieks of pain and despair I 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MO The Soldier. 



The foeman ghmnk, warered, and fled ; 
And then floated past, on the wings of the blast, 
The cries of the wounded, ere dead. 

Dim clouds hovered over the armies, and seem'd 

As dread as the evening of life : 
They rally ! and brightly their bayonets gleamed-- 

The foe rushed anew to the strife ! 

'* Alas !'* cried the soldier, the blood from his wound 

Bursting forth in a dark crimson tide. 
" The victory's theirs : we are lost !" and the ground 

For a victim so noble yawn*d wide. 

"Stand, stand to your arms!" and his comrades 
pursued. 

Fast planted each foot to the foe ; 
With shouts of new hope the fight was renewed. 

And afresh rose the last shriek of woe. 

Up started the soldier, though pale was his ohedc, 
Thongh nerveless the graq;> of his hand ; 
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Onoe rtrong was thftt form, now so trembUag and 
weak, — 
Yet fiercely he snatch'd up his brand. 

His eye ranging over the fore-clotted sward 

Had fix*d on a cinster imstained— 
Twas a shamrock that bloomed 'mid the carnage 

abhorred. 
And its teavee fret^mn blood badtemain'd. 

He plncktiip ^e flower, and cried wildly with joy, 
" Thrice welcome, thou emblem so true L 

I thank thee, O fortune ! yet grieve to destroy 
The canse that hatii nerved me anew !" 

His bosom received it, he rushed to the strife, 

New hope lent its aid with each blow ; 
The shamrock had given new courage and life. 

And defeat met the arms of the foe. 



% 
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"ANOTHER FOR HECTOR I » 

[see note e.] 



GBET and gloomy morning dawned 

On Inverkeithing*a towers, 
To rouse the weary who had watched 

The flight of midnight hours ; 
But soon the sun's enlivening light 

Burst through the eastern sky, 
And with him hundreds sprang to life, 

And manly hearts beat high. 
The leaden hue of dawn has past. 

The clouds away have rolled. 
Like some proud bark with silver sails 

All on a sea of gold ; 
Or some would think, who gazed upon 

The swiftly-changing scene, 
The clouds were golden-yellow sands, 

The sky was sea between. 
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But DOW with kindling eye he looks 

Upon a gallant sight : 
The prance of steeds, the bnsy hum, 

The clash of armour bright. 
Two armies stand like sea and land. 

So great the contrast seemed. 
For one was darkly still and strange. 

Whilst that with splendour gleamed. 
A simple ensign served for that, 

Whilst this with massy fold 
Shook in the freshening morning wind 

Its orest of burnished gold. 

But now a rider dad in buff, 

And stem as Jura's sky. 
Rides forward to the battle front 

With dark and steadfast eye ; 
No glittering trappings floated round 

His sturdy, powerful frame, 
But many a f oeman blanched with dread 

At whisper of his name. 
Forth rode the mighty Ironside 

Upon the battle day ! 
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Who king and iorcU and prelates smote, 

An* Were for boyish phiy. 
The g^i^eat he toppled from their heights, 

And reasoned it were just : 
Their abbeys, palaces, castles grim 

He levelled with the dust. 
The haughty Commons, perverse once, 

Now trembled at his nod ; 
And east and west and north and south 

Groaned 'neath his iron rod ! 

The instant that the Roundhead chief 

Did quit his army, then 
A chieftain from the Scottish side 

Stepped forth with stately mein, 
Like to the shapely pines that gird 

His mountain glens around ; 
Sir Hector towered aloft, and seemed 

A Highland monarch crowned. 
And as he strode with martial step, 

Clajrmore and budder ring. 
And lo, his helmet bore the crest 

Of Scotland's exiled king I 
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*' Here stand we," Cromwell cried, *' and now, 

I bid ye instant yield, 
Or erery rebel in yonr ranks 

Shall lie in yonder field : 
Lay down your arms and sne for peace 

And bless the terms we give," 
Again the welkin rang the cry — 

** The soul that yields shall live T 
" Take back thy words, thou traitor hired," 

The Scottish chief replied ; 
^ Ere we two part this very day 

Thy conrage will be tried : 
Though numbers be upon thy side, 

Thy boasts both loud and high ; 
Thy flesh we shall to eagles give. 

Or like true Scotsmen die ^ 

** So weU," stem Cromwell grimly said, 

And spurred his stoed around ; 
So fierce, indeed, the charger's hoofs 

Struck fire from out the ground : 
** What Scots barbarian chief is this 

Who prates of King and dans ? 
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What ho ! men, up sweep to the sea 

Him and hiti caterans !" 
The royalist chief, sir Ronald's son, 

Sir Hector of Maclean 
With crest unbowed retraced his steps 

And looks of high disdun. 
O ! many were the Highland breasts 

That heaved to make the charge, 
Like restive steeds they champ'd and foam'd, 

And rattled dirk and targe ; 
Their looks were like a troubled sea 

Of unioD, joy, and wrath : 
Not Cromwell and his Ironsides 

Shall stop them in their path ! 
Who dares to stand that angry charge- 
That tide of living fire ! 
Tho' England*s pennon soars full high. 

Their cry shall soar full higher. 
Look to your own. Protector ! 

Mark well the parting cry : 
Thy flesh shall feed the eagle, 

They will conquer you or die ! 
The claymore waits, the charge will sound, 
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Then mingle in the fight ; 
Look to your own. Protector, 

And God defend the right ! 
If Southron loons will caitiff turn, 

And bend to Baal the knee ; 
The hardy, clansmen of the North 

Will die or else be free ! 
Then little bugler tremble not, 

Thy trumpet's shrilly breath. 
But herald two impatient hosts 

To victory or death ! 

An ominous silence then ensued. 

Like that precedes a storm ; 
The shepherd quickly seeks his hut 

To hide his trembling form ; 
The laughing sailor now is dumb 

And stands with shivering fright, 
To meet the coming tempest 

And the horrors of the night. 
The mountaineer, a foe to fear. 

In thought turned back his head, 
And wept in secret lest his corse 
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Be found amid the dead : 
In thought he saw, with groping hands, 

A woman bent and weak, 
Move o'er a ghastly field of blood, 

And shriek a fearful shriek ! 
His fancy heard a mournful group 

Sing loud the funeral lay. 
Then place two forms upon one bier. 

And move with care away ; 
And then the hardy veteran. 

Covered o'er with aged scars, 
What thought he who had been 

In many fierce and bloody wars ? 
Even as the hardy mariner. 

To whom the seas are known, 
Whose ears may catch the coming blast 

E'en in the faintest moan ; 
A fierce delight inflames his breast. 

He welcomes storm and strife ; 
His heart is light, one thought he knows. 

It can but end with life I 
Now that at last his day must come, 

Hell spend his latest breath 
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In shoating, " Live oar riglitfal King T 

And die ft soldier's death. 
Bdigion blftced with mil her setl. 

In Cromwell's reiran host, 
No oftths or corses 'scaped their lips- 
No vain nor heedless boast ; 
But tho' no wine inflamed thdr brains^ 

Tho' they were cool and calm ; 
Up rose above the battle hum 

The whining hymn and psalm. 
Dark are the rocks that strew the deep^ 

Dark is the oath that binds, 
Dark is the king of angels fall'n. 

But darker were their minds ; 
Give me the soul who freely laughs, 

Give me the eyes which weep— 
The heart that lightly bounds with joy, 

But not the soundless deep I 



PART n. 



' The Lord and Gideon be our swords I " 
Proclaimed the English charge— 
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The moiintjuneer received the shock 

With levelled axe Mid turge ; 
And hacks, and blows, and thmsts, and strokes 

Were given like rattling hail ; 
Dread was the sound that rosie to heaven — 

The warriors* dying wail ! 
** A Hector !" rang the Scottish cry— 

The fierce Macleans bear down. 
With waving claymore, targe, and axe, 

Each wore a grimly frown. 
Again the slogan rent the air, 

Then died upon the blast : 
How few could stand the angry charge — 

How many breathed their last ? 

Whilst in the front the battle raged. 

While life-blood flowed apace. 
And mingled drops of sweat and blood 

Boiled down each f oeman's face — 
Whilst limbs and helmets, horse and rider. 

Strewed the ensaguin^d plain. 
While heart-appalling fearful shrieks 

Game from amid the slain — 
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A stalwart horseman hewed his way 

*Mid Uving and the dead, 
And as he passed full many a blow 

Fell deftly on his head ; 
Full many a throst he tnmed aside 

(He wore a shirt of mail), 
And many a ballet struck the mark, — 

Struck only but to fail. 
The horseman still with restless will 

Surveyed the bloody scene, 
Till from his evil-rolling eye 

There shot a baleful gleam : 
As if by one consent, a chief 

Who paus'd upon his blade, 
Betumed his glance with equal hate, 

And a bearing undismayed. 
** Have at thee !" yelled the Roundhead ; 

Saying this he spurred his horse 
O'er many a heap that strewed the ground. 

O'er many a ghastly corse ; 
So waiting neither word or sign, 

He gave his steed the rein. 
And aimed a whirring downward stroke 
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With all his might and main, 
The Scottish chief was wary, 

And preserved a cooler brain, 
And nimbly missed that fearfnl stroke 

Had laid him with the slain, 
Then quick as lightning's flash 

He drew the skene from out its hide, 
And plmiged it to the qniv*ring hilt 

Full in the charger^s side, 
Then ere the Roundhead could divine. 

He cleft him to the bone, 
So clearly, as historians tell, 

An' he were carved of stone. 

But fortune now declared the day 

To Cromwell's vet'ran host, 
What few of Scotsmen still remained 

Announced the day was lost : 
Yet still a phalanx dared the f oe— 

The English tried each way 
To carve an opening 'mid the Scots 

Who made such firm array. 
The Chief, Sir Hector, in the midst 
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Bore every blow and shock, 
As though his men were gaardian waves, 

And he the massy rook. 
Bnt, lo ! an English trooper spied 

A weak regardless part, 
And with a bullet swift and sure 

Slew Malcolm to the heart. 
*' Alas ! brave Malcolm ! (me of seven, 

A loyal son wert thou ; 
True manliness was in thy breast 

And freedom on thy brow ! " 
These thoughts like heaven's thunderbolt 

Passed through his father's brain-* 
A moment more, and he himself 

Lay with the clammy slain. 
The strife amid these valiant few 

Still raged with endless might. 
The sun expired in ruddy clouds 

And heralded the night : 
But yet the conflict raged, though weak : 

'* Ah me ! for Scotland's woes ; 
'Tis vain to fight 'gainst fearful odds — 

To^strive with countless foes." 
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The second bod surrey'd his sire | 

With tear-bedimmM eye, 
Then with a leap filled np the gap 

And yelled the battle cry.* 

The phalanx broke t Ah, woe betide, 

The Soots see instant death ; 
But every clansman, stubborn yet, 

Draws inward fast his breath. 
The £nglish press, and blow on blow 

Descends with lightning speed ; 
No kindly quarter was there given— 

No mercy— no remead. 
Sir Hector stood amid the throng, 

With targe and dripping brand. 
And as he. slew each grisly foe 

He wiped his gore-stained hand. 
The Roundheads thirsted for his blood, 

The tale is dire to tell— 
The second son with dying breath 

Gave out the battle yell I 
There yet remained a hopeful band, 

Would neither jrield nor pray, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



»6 ^^ Another for Hector T 



EMolred to die m wurrlon ought, 

Or win the glorious day. 
But yet remained there Hector's guard, 

As stout as e'er drew brand. 
And Malcolm's brothers five, tried men, 

Who fought on either hand. 
Now rallying round their chieftain 

They bare their bosoms wide — 
Another now has fought his last. 

And swells the crimson tide ! 
Tis vain to linger for the end — 

Still weaker grow the words, 
For nearly all of Hector's host 

Lay stark upon their swords. 
" Now yield thee, rebel ! Cromwell cried, 

** 1^ vain for further strife ; 
Give up thy blade, and kneel thee down 

And sue me for thy life !" 
Maclean knelt down ; but as the tiger 

Grouches on the ground. 
So he with sudden, startling, ydl 

Passed all with wondrous bound ; 
So quick the act, surprise yet held 
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Each gory f oenum fast, 
And still within each startled ear 

There rung his mocking blast 
In this his leap two had he slain. 

Whilst three had wounds to show 
What strength and fury lent their aid 

To Hector's parting blow. 
Full seven spears had pierced his targe, 

And 'mid his foe's applause, 
With eldritch laugh he plucked them out 

And tossed them forth like straws. 
For life he flies ; when, lo ! a steed, 

His rider haply slain, 
Came bounding past with snorting breath 

Across the sanguin'd plain. 
His eye rolled blood, his flowing mane 

Stretched wildly to the wind. 
But Hector seiz'd the flying rein. 

And left them far behind ! 

^' Pursue the rebel,— gold is his— 

Rewarded shall he be 
WhoTl bring this cursed traitor's head 
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In life or death to me t'* 
Too l»te !— « horaemen stridee the steed, 

The Bpurs sink in his sides. 
The maddened goad the charger feels,— 

For life or de4th he rides ; 
Quick shots were fired, and horses sped. 

And oaths both lond and deep, 
Each muttered lond enough to wake 

The sheeted dead from sleep. 
The night grew dark, and through the haze 

They strained their eyes to see 
Maclean's proud form ride o'er the plain ' 

As does a barque the sea. 
" Come darkness, welcome friend ! " he cried, 

** And hide me from their sight." 
His wish was granted— like a dream 

He vanished in the night ! 
And he the last of that proud host— 

Of that steel-clad array 
Which glittered in the morning sun — 

Of that Ut-fated day. 
Alas ! these serried noble ranks 

Lie grimly stiff and cold, 
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Whose ipeftn and tartans proudly wav*d. 

Whose banners freely rolled ; 
In nameless heaps they strew the plain. 

Their tartans stain'd and torn, 
Alas ! that such a bloody scene 

Should greet the ooming mom ; 
Woe waits thee, land of sainted Bruce ; 

Thy King far o'er the main ; 
Thy native rights are trampled on. 

Thy bravest sons are slain. 
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!SWjnuBBB may the workings of the mind find rest, 

^jl^jl^ That powerfvil centre of the great machine 

Divine ; in what remote sequestered scene 

Of this vast world, are sympathies suppressed ? 

If by the shifting mar gin of the deep. 
Or in the hollow of some rocky cave, 
Or in the mountain's gorge where strong winds 

Or forest depths where sound and motion sleep, [rave* 
Or in the abbey's still and cloistered gloom, 
Or teeming city streets ; each has its thought, 
Now grave, now gay, now with instruction fraught. 
Time, place, or circumstance, a form assume. 

Then weary mind, cease battle with thy doom 

No slumber save the silence of the tomb ! 
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TANTALLON CASTLE. 



K3V!jAIL ! mighty remnant oi a feudal power, 
JBaiii Thy battled walls still stand abrupt and 

steep; 
Refuge of Douglas in the troublous hour, 

"[Hiy ruins frown defiance o'er the deep ! 
What memories rise of knights in warlike show — 

A stem procession— strongholds of the state ! 
WhUe Sol around them casts a sunny glow, 

Till like a dream they vanish thro* the gate. 
Here, too, has ocean with an angry roar 

Dashed on thy rocks his foaming, endless wave ; 
Here has some wanderer on thy rugged sh^e, 

Ah in thy donjon, found a dreary grave. 
Still stand, loved relic, work of former dajrs, 
Tet live and be the theme of poets' lays I 
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WILL AND JEAN. 

!«nR|BiLL and his wife safe in the snlkB beyond tlie 

^P^ ingle nook, 

And it was who could say the worst and give 

the dourest look : 
Jean leaned upon the elbow chair, and watched the 

curling reek ; 
Will turned his back to sit beyond, and vowed no 

more to speak. 

He filled his cutty, drank his gill, and tried a doud to 

blaw, 
In vain he puffed, he oouldnt puff his grievous wrongs 

awa; 
Jean sat and frowned from time to time, and then 

began to greet ; 
Will's heart grew fain, he smashed his pipe, and 

started to his feet. 

"Guidlifer quoth he, "was e'er man tried wi' such 
a perverse quean ? 
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I had been mad, or worse than blind, e*er that I' 

buckled Jean ; 
I*m deaved with damonrs lond and lang, my head is 

racked with care, 
And I must bear her bitter jeers and gibes both late 

and ear. 

Ye're thick with all the neighbours round whene'er 

my back is turned, 
And yet my clothes may go in holes, my soup be 

singed or burned ; 
The work stands still from top to floor, yer dress lies 

but and ben, 
Ye dose away the afternoon, then crack of other men.*' 

'* Ye cruel wretch !" said Jean, " ye know I tend ye 

like a slave ; 
I cannot please with ought I do— yourself abune the 

lave; 
I'm worked to death from mom to night, and yet 

no thanks ye gie ; 
Ye find out faults that ne'er exists and vent your spite 

on me. 
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" The cash ye give would luuNlly keep a oraunon plow- 
man's wife, 

And yet I daren't speak for fear I lose my very Ufe; 

Now, WUl, I teU ye,"-** Losb !'' quoth he, ** she's at 
the same old sang, 

Ye deave me, woman,— hold your tongue, ye know 
you're in the wrang I" 

** Deed no !" said she, " ye fash yereelf with muckle 

more nor's guid, 
And think 111 oow'r beneath your eyes, and do just as 

I'm bid I 
But 111 give in no longer now, and whether wrong or 

right. 
I'll gang awa' and leave ye. Will," sobbed Jean, ** this 

very night." 

"E'en as ye will," said he, "I know things are at 

such a pass. 
To move ye from your own daft gate I'd lief ding ower 

the Bass; 
But, mind,— ye leave your own fireside where poortith 

ne'er was seen ; 
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But no,-~yer heart would surely break were ye to 
leave me, Jean !" 

'* Weel, Will, ye ken, mine's no* the blame, and wefl 

or woe betide, 
If yell but promise not to scold," said Jean, " 1*11 with 

ye bide." 
"Well done I*' quoth Will, "but ye must mend and 

keep our biggin* clean ; 
A clarty house I ne*er could bide— ye know I love ye, 

Jean I** 

Syne ower a rousing fire they sat, the well spread 

board between, 
Jean couthy sat and talked with Will, and Will he 

kissed his Jean. 
If all would mend their quarrels thus, forgive each 

fault and 'gree, 
The world would be a happy place, and home a heaven 

would be. 
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COOKBBMOUTH. 



ovnuD relic of deputed might) 



9|||J|p068^V 

JmSMl. Grey furrowed remnant of a lofdly race, 
Tjrpe of medisval pow*r etill live, deipite 
Time's ever busy efforts to efface 

The stern, rough memories that round you ding : 
Unwritten chronicles are here in dust, 

Where costlier fragments have gone sorrowing- 
Lost in obscurity's destroying rust. 

Like one whom death by some strange freak has 
rpared, 
Who has out-distanced life's long pilgrimage— 

Thou stand'st forlorn, unmoumed, unpitied, bared 
Of all the reverence that clings to age ; 

Enwrapped with imagery grand, yet rude, 
Live on, majestic, in your solitude. 



EIGHTBEN-SIXTY-SIX. 

Lnui to the ocean's murmur, 
Like to the flitting gale, 
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As the last sad lingwiiig nttmbers 

Of a dreary winter's tale, 
From the mist of the past so faintly 

Like the words of some ancient seer, 
Eoboed by times dark billows, 

Cknnes the wail of the dying year. 

Deep in his hall of darkness, 

With his never-changing look, 
Sitteth that grim recorder, 

Writing his time-worn book ; 
Muttering, murmuring, saying, 

Tis the will of the one divine. 
Wished for, regretted, or neither, 

Year after year is mine. 

Friends of the heart may have left us. 

Parents or kindred be dead. 
Fortune have given or bereft us, 

Hope re-insfdred us or fled ; 
Sighing or weeping is fruitless. 

Nought can restore the past ; 
Let us act as we ou^^t for the present. 

Prepared for the hidden last ! 
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Bid ftORow depart from oar bosom, 

Let joy wrest the sceptre from grief, 
With new hearts for the strife let ns waken. 

To tarn over life's mystic leal ; 
Fill the mouths of the needy that hanger, 

Dry the widow and orphan's tear, 
Then welcome with music and gladness 

The dawn of the new-bom year ! 
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BRITAIN'S SONS AT SEA. 

^HOULD England when her ohristmas chimes 

Ring oat with loudest glee, 
Neglect her name in distant dimes, 
Forget her sons at sea ? 
No ; while enjoyment fills her halls, 
And mirth is flowing free ; 
Well pledge her wood and iron walls, 
And bless her sons at sea. 
Then let the bumper cup be drained 
To Britain's sons at sea I 

When blustering Boreas loudly roars 

Along the surging deep I 
And angry billows on our shores, 

Dash with resistless sweep I 
When straining mainmast reels and falls. 

And planks asunder flee ; 
We'll pledge her wood and iron walls, 

And bless her sons at sea. 
Then let the bumper cup be drained 
To Britain's sons at sea! 



d by Google 



220 Britairis Sons at Sea. 



What howling storms they bravely dare ; 

What hostile dangers run ; 
To gaard our hearths with jealous cate^ 

They man each dreadful gun. 
While freedom still on valour calls, 

And glory's helm's a-lee ; 
Well pledge her wood and iron walls, 

And bless our sons at sea. 
Then let the bumper cup be drained 
To Britain's sons at sea ! 

YOUTH'S VISIONS UNREAL. 

!!WK«HAT boot the noisy pleasures of the bowl ? 

y^f^ The transient fondness of a woman's love ? 
The unsubstantial joys of life ? they prove 
No source of comfort to the care-racked soul. 
Where then the glorious visions of our youth ? 

Where the ambitious plottings of our mmd ? 

Dashed rudely down, and melted into air. 

In the fiu^t blush of manhood's prime we find 
All void of realism— void of truth, 
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THE FA* O' THE LEAF. 

)T the banks o* the Spey I hae wandered in 
simmer, 

And heard ilka birdie lilt sweet frae his 
bough; 
The snn I hae seen on the wavelet to glimmer, 
Kevealing the pebbles far, far down below ! 
The strath I hae seen at the dose o' the hairest, 
And marked the blythe reaper rejoice ower the 
sheaf; 
But aye hae I thocht that the woods were the fairest 
Whenever I roamed at the fa' o' the leaf — 
Were brighter and fairest, 
Were sadder and rarest, 
Were dearest, my love, at tiie fa* o* the leaf. 

Once lanely I gaed up the glen, an* was dreamin' 
O* siller an* fortune— I ken na' what a*— 

When by tript a lassie, wi* looks that were beamin', 
And breists that were heavin*, far whiter than snaw. 

I lo*ed her, conf est, but I wat she laughed loudly, 
And said, " what has plunged ye in dolor and grief ;*• 
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Quo' fedie, iiHiile her neek, 1^ % iwan's, xose sae 
proudly, 
** Wait, Gonnol, man, wait till the fa' o' the leaf. 
Oh ! then I will hear ye, 
And mak' ye my dearie ; 
But bide ye, my joe, tiU the fa* o' the leaf T 

Cauld winter jped by, a* sae fniety and drearie ; 

The woods o* Dundaleth were withered and sere ; 
The wee birds were gane, and a' nature seemed 
wearie. 
And sighed like mjrsel* for the birth o' neist year. 
Syne spring-time and simmer took pity and hurried, 

Then autumn I hailed as my time o' relief, 
Oh ! Jean I enfaulded, and joyfully buried 
My dool in her breist, at the fa' o' the leaf. 
Oh ! sweet was oor wooin* ; 
And Spey he rolled viewin* 
Oor true plighted troth at the fa' o' the leaf. 

Nog, Jean is my wifie sae canty, and bonny. 
And happy that like her is no far or near ; 

Nae bairns hae we yet, but I wat, gin there's ony. 
Well then be fu' well at the end o' the year. 
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And stm by th« dMT niiUi« Sp^ I k*« ranfa*. 

And yet Jem and I are ooiiTmoed to betiere, 
There's nftthingr m^ sweet at the rinim^s bright 
gloamin' 
As a «ralk by the Spey at the fa' o' the leaf. 
He's dear and he's kindly. 
And aye will remind me 
0' the lass that I woo'd at the fa' o' the leaf. 

^ ♦ ^ - ••• ■ ^ » # 

DOUBT. 

LONE upon the bosom of the deep ! 

A fearful sense of sorrow fills my breast ; 
In vain I woo the fickle god of sleep, 
For thou alone hast robbed me of my rest ; 
A pleasing theft, repeat, oh 1 once again ; 
All that I had, save life, I gave to thee— 
My loTe, my rest, and with my heart— the key 
To grant me happiness or deal me pain. 
O ! use that power, sweet siren I from thy heart ; 
No more I wander in perplexing groves. 
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Ko more T donbt the existenoe of a part 

Which beats for me wHh fondest of all loves ! 
O ! hear its chimes, obey the impassion'd call. 
Cast down the mask, and free my heart from thrall ! 



o<^^>o 
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@FOB the days, the good old days. 
The merry, merry days of yore, 
When minstrels sang their stirring lays, 
And the blast of war did roar ! 
When the court-yard shook 'neath the fiery steed. 

When the maiden's song did ring. 
When the warrior deem*d it joy to bleed 
For his country, love, and king ! 

When the storm-king howFd, and the faggots biased 

In the cheery arm-hung hall. 
When the song was sung, and the laugh was raised, 

And the tale went round them all ; 
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When the g»y goMkhawk flewflwift mmI far, 
When the deer sprang bold and free, 

When Mars rode fierce on his crim/Kxn oar, 
And oak ships rode the sea I 

When the abbot vied with the brawny friar 

In quaffing the brimming bowl, 
When the troopers pledged their jolly squire, 

And the squire he pledged his soul ; 
When each good knight had a maiden fair, 

A maid he loved so well, 
That her name would creep in his evening prayer* 

And serve for a matchless q>ell. 

O ! for the tourney's thrilling scene, 

For the queen and her ladies bright. 
For the snorting steed, the weapons* sheen. 

And the joy of the victor knight ! 
Give me the battle's maddening strife. 

Give me the cannon's roar, — 
Blade to blade, and life for life, 

mi the glorious strife be o'er I 
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Cold «ne ovr Idiidly rirei of tAA, 

C<M as tlMir time-wora hAlla ; 
The ivy ereqpi from the moei-growii mould, 

All over the cramUing walls. 
CKme is the Ungh, the tale, the jest, 

Choi Is the troopers' 1»eath ; 
The friar— the knight— the maid—now rest 

In the last embrace of death. 
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CHKISTMAS IN MERRY 
ENGLAND. 



*' ^pil^HBiSTifAS in merry England T 
^^ The heart thrills at the sound ; 
Brightest of fancy's pictures, 
With holly glittering rouQd ; 
Entwined with sacred misletoe ; 
Enriched by mirth and glee ; 
Illumed by friendship's heartiness^ 
And love's bewltchery. 

Christmas in merry England- 
Far in the dreamy past, 

When huge yule-logs were blazing, 
When wintry blew the blast : 

For Christmas then was Christmas. 
Enwrapped in storms and snow 

And keen dry frost — and hail and ice 
Went madly to and fro. 
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Then rose our Norman ancestors, 

Bough, rude, yet light of soul, 
And bade the mlnstrers song ring out, 

And quaffed the wassail bowl. 
The great hall echoed with their glee, 

Despite the storm without— 
When lo ! the goblet falls undrained, 

And smothered is each shout ; 
And swords, and dirks, and daggers gleam, 

Then falls the crimson flood ; 
The moon sweeps o'er a ghastly scene, 

Their Christmas closed with blood. 

Christmas in good old England ! 

When persecution raged ; 
When king, and lords, and son, and sire, 

Fierce deadly warfare waged ; 
When many a noble Briton 

Fell by a Briton's hand ; 
When popery's red banners 

Were waving o'er the land : 
No mistletoe or holly 

Were plucked to deck the hall ; 
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No fair light-hearted makieiM 
Were heard at {day to call ; 

No smile Ut np their feaitinea : 
Gloom rested upon all. 

For perseeatioii oast npon 
The land a dismal palL 

Christmas to-day in England 

Cornwall to John o*Qroats 
Send forth mellifluoos peans 

In joyoQS carolled notes. 
And though no snow-flakes gather, 

Nor frost and ice are here— 
Tet aU are glad and ready 

To meet the good new year. 
Not aU : have we forgotten 

In many a street and lane, 
Poor hungered human beings 

Are languishing in pain. 
The cheek has lost its freshness ; 

The eye is sunk and wan ; 
The arm of strength is broken ; 

The step of health is gone. 
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The bleak wind, bitter, heartlees, 

Swoops through the city's gloom ; 
And Ghristmas dawns in mockeiy 

Upon the pauper's tomb. 
▲11 welcome, merry Christmas 1 

Would be a mocking lie, 
When thousands round about us 

Revile their €rod and die . 
Look not for merry Christmas 

'Mid gorgeous pomp and state ! 
Think not to find its laughter 

Amid the rich and great. 
Oo to the crowded cities. 

Drag hungered want to light ; 
Bring riches from his palace 

To see the horrid sight ! 
Wealth, open wide thy coffers ; 

Pride, stay the fallen tear ; 
Then deck thy lordly mansions, 

And welcome the new year ! 
Christmas in merry England ; 

Aye, when want's mouth is filled ; 
Till then thy mirth is hollow. 

Thy duty unfulfilled. 
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THE OLD PRINTER. 

PBINTEB stood at his ** case " one night, 

jj In bis office dark and drear , 

And his weary sight was dim as the light 
Of the mouldy lamp hung near. 
The wintry winds were howling without, 

And the snow falling thick and fast ; 
But the printer, I trow, shook his looks of snow, 
And laughed at the shrieking blast. 
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He watched the hands as the dock crept round. 

Keeping tune with his snail-like tick, 
As he gathered the types with a dreary dick. 

In his old rost-eaten ** stick." 

His hairs were white as the fallen snow, 

And silently, day by day. 
He beheld them with grief, like the autumn leaf, 

One by one passing away. 
Time had cut with his {dough furrows deep in his 

His cheek was fevered and thin, [brow. 

And his long Eoman nose could almost repose 

Its end on the grey-bearded chin. 
And with fingers long, as the hours stole on. 

Keeping time with the clock's dull tick. 
He gathered the type, with a weary dick. 

In the old rust-eaten " stick." 

For many long years, through joys, through tears, 
That old printer's " time-battered face," 

Ohastly and lean, night and mom had been seen. 
Earnestly bent o'er his '* case." 

In a few years more Death will "lock up his forme," 
And " put it to press " in tiie mould. 
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And a " stone " on the spot where they l*y him to rot, 

Will tell his naine--Mid how old ; 
And his comrades will light the old lamp by his ''case." 

And list to the clock's dull tick, 
As they set up his death, with a solemn dick. 

In his old rust-eaten *' stick." 



WORLDLY ADVICE. 

s^wo gentleness should robe the man, 
JLj^It should have fled when life b^gan ; 

If he must battle with tiie world. 
Such feelings must aside be hurled \ 
His passions, too, must be subdued, 
For they are wayward, dark, and rude ; 
Suspicion should attend his ways. 
To guide his mind in yielding praise ; 
And, caution, like a faithful hound, 
Close by his footsteps should be found ; 
The thoughtless action to restrain ; 
The hasty judgment to detain. 



d by Google 



Worldly Advice. 286 



If OAiore lurks within his breast, 
The world deareen that she should rest ; 
And in her i^aoe, a mask of art 
Should hide the dictates of the heart. 
What, though his blood runs fierce and wild 
His deeds be those of guileless child ; 
The world, who pain or pleasure gives— 
The world in which he joys and lives— 
Approves not such ; and witii harsh hands 
> Compels him to obey commands. 

The hermit, sure, such sway disdains, 
But dwells 'mid solitary pains ; 
The mariner upon the sea. 
Lives careless, jovial, and free ; 
But when he steps on land, a new, 
A different nature meets his view ; 
And soon he finds with deep concern, 
He's robbed and fool'd at every turn. 
Happy that man whose pliant soul 
Can bend it to the world's control I 
But happier he whose morals high. 
Can without fear the world defy I 
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YB SONGE OF YE GOODE MONKB 
ST. BEDS. 

9KJKJK Bwaye of cayre is harde to bayre ; 
JK With a heigh ho ! wiU it rain to-day? 
Ye Booll he shakis, ye harte he breakis, 
Botte a CQppe of goode sacke drivis care awaye ! 

To love, I vowe, mankynd mtut bowe ; 

With a heigh ho ! will it rain to-day ? 
Hys fayre are paynes, hys bondis are chaynes, 

Botte a cuppe of goode saoke drivis love awaye ! 

An thy mistresse frowne, bee not cast down ; 

With a heigh ho I will it rain to-day ? 
Tmst thou to mee — she longs for tiiee, 

And a cuppe of goode sacke will pave ye waye \ 
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Y-make her thine, y-pproach the shryne ; 

With a heigh ho ! will it raia to-day ? 
There's not such blisse as a mayden's kisse. 

When a cnppe of goode sacke y-showis ye waye ! 

Ha, ha ! heigh ho ! a byrde I knowe ; 

With a heigh ho ! will it rain to-day ? 
Since yeares agoe — ^hys name is woe — 

Botte a cnppe of goode sacke drivis woe awaye ! 

'An death comes ny, with sunken eie ; 

With a heigh ho ! will it rain to-day ? 
And looke abhorr'd, y-marke my worrd, 

A cuppe of goode sacke drivis death awaye ! 

Oh, life's a frind, but death's a knave ; 

With a heigh ho ! will it rain to-day ? 
And on thy journey to ye grave 

May a cuppe of goode sacke y-cheere thy waye ! 



4%* 
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LINES. 

^«!%UE Mr is dewy, balmy, dim, 
JLi Each bird has songht its nest ; 

The children sang the evening hymn. 
And nature sinks to rest. 

The landscape now is calm and still, 

And in the deep blue sky 
The little stars shine one by one 

Till morning Hds them die. 

Here now my heart can dream of thee— 

Dream of thy dearest face ! 
How lovingly it smiles o'er me 

With its sweet well-known grace. 
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The rippling locks of golden hue. 

Thy marble brow caress ; 
Thine eyes of deepest dreamy blue 

Beam joy and happiness I 

My thoughts ne'er wander from thy form, 

But on its graces dwell ; 
Hearts that are constant, true, and warm, 

Yield powerless to the spell. 

So dearest, when the shades of night 

Close softly over thee. 
Think of the day when time's quick flight 

Shall bring thee back to me ! 

^ 4 ^ ' ■>» ' ^ ^ ^ 



A LAY OF LANERCOST. 
[note /.] 

o ring, go ring ! ye holy men," 

The hoary Prior said, 
Whose lint white locks in ringlets thin 
Streamed from his rey'rend head. 
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" Gk) rin^ thafc we may can oar 80IIB, 

Ere they ta battle go, 
And give oar bleesing to their caase, 

And strength to qaell the foe. 
Proad Scotland's king hath sworn an oath 

To lay oar coantry low, 
And Cambria's sons ne'er failed in fight, 

Nor spared th' avenging blow. 
60 soand the bell that calls them here— 

And mid yoar anxioos sighs 
For England's king and Englishmen, 

Let prayers for them arise." 
And lo ! from the embrasured tower 

The sacred snmmons went : 
It floated east, it floated west, 

Until its strength was spent ; 
It rang in Naworth's lordly woods 

And roased its arm^ men ; 
It flew o'er Irthing's rasset stream, 

And ap the lonely glen % 
It rashed o'er Walton's startled roofs 

And up past dark Garth side ; 
It lingered near to Brampton's Moat, 
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It echoed far and wide ; 
It reached the tow'rs of Askerton, 

And wild Bewcastledale ; 
It came to Triermaine's battlements 

With faint and distant wail. 
The old men started at the sounds 

Which rudely broke the night, 
The sturdy trooper grimly smiled, 

And armed him for the fight, 
Tet still from Lanercost's dark pile 

The omnmons sounded shrill, 
And then came Cumbria's fearless sons 

From plain, and dale, and hilL 

They stood before the sacred porch — 

A tried and dauntless host. 
And every head was bared 

Before the Prior of Lanercost, 
His feeble hands 'were laid upon 

The stout Lord Dacre's head 
Who knelt before him ; 

And his lips a godly blessing said. 
There knelt the steel clad Eskdale men 

With pennon and with spear. 
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The sturdy sons of Eden-side 

And Irihing Vale were here ; 
Lord Dacre*8 lines of horsemen light 

A daring, war-like band : 
And lances, bows, and spears, and swords 

Arise on every hand. 
Bat now the holy Prior stopped— 

His lips have ceased to bless, 
Then rose the war^^slad ranks of men— 

A martial wilderness ! 
Their bagles rang along the vale ; 

Their chief has led then on ; 
A hurried pause, a martial tramp — 

Lord Dacre's band is gone. 

Lo ! where the monarchs of the woods 

Toss up their leafy heads, 
And where the brawling streamlets course 

Along their rugged beds, 
Rise Naworth*8 proud and stately towers 

Embattled, old, and strong. 
Whose might and grey historic fame 

For years have lingered long ; 
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Here have the rafiSan waves of force 

Come sweeping from the main : 
Here have the tides of centuries 

Assailed its strength in vain, — 
Here have the hands of gentle dames 

Wrought stuffs of curious mould : 
Here have the trains of royalty 

In prince-like grandeur rolled. 

Fair Marjorie with Rupert brave 

Is in her trellised bowV, 
But wherefore there, and why in tears, 

At this untimeous hour ? 
Alas ! the maiden fears to part- 
To part perchance for aye — 
With Rupert, master of her hearts 

For he is called away. 
Is this'the place for warrior wight, 

When Mars from sleep has risen ? 
Is this the glow that heroes feel ? 

Is this the warrior's prison ; 
A brief farewell— a last embrace — 

And Rupert springs to arms ! 
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XJnmiiidftil of that haftTliig bveMt^ 

And of these drooping oharmi. 
'* Stay, Kapert,** cries the lovely fair, 

" Ere thou to battle go ; 
Thy solemn promise give to me, — 

Some token I most know 
Whereby my anxious heart may feel ^ 

That thou art safe and well,— 
Shall bid the tears of woe to cease, 

And all my fears dispeL" 
They made a compact 'tween them two. 

Then with one last embrace 
The gallant Rupert tore him from 

That form of love and grace ; 
But little recked he of the doud 

That hovered o*er the bowV, 
Nor did he mark these eyes that flame, 

Nor yet these brows that low'r. — 
For Friar John (that father dark) 

Crouched in the dusky shade, 
And vowed to glut his guilty love, 

And win the hapless maid. 
Day after day he marked her kneel 

In Laneroost's grey pile ; 



dbyGOOgli 



A Lay of Lanercost. 245 



Day after day he confessed her. 

And marked her holy smile. 
He knew her love for Kupert bold ; 

He knew her warlike sire,— 
If Daore heard one word of this, 

Ah ! who could quench his ire ? 
That Kupert Nichol, of the hill, 

A youth of low degree, 
Should set his eyes upon his child, 

Without nor birth nor fee ! 
But Friar John could bide his time, 

Such love as his could sleep ; 
Twas nourished in his bitter heart, 

The secret it should keep ! 

Bold Bupert had not gone a mile 

To join his chieftain's band, 
Ere he beheld a horseman dark 

Close at his own right hand,— 
His steel cap was of deepest black, 

His hauberk sable too ; 
His jerkin, arms, and belts were jet ; 

His steed of coal-black hue ; 
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HU visage glowed like Ethiop^ son, 

And ebon was his doak — 
But now with strangely hollow voice 

The sable horseman spoke : 
** Comrade," said he, " thou, too, art armed. 

Thy sword is at thy side ; 
Thy course is east to join thy lord- 
Shall we together ride ? 
The night is dark, the road is drear, 

The stark moss-troopers hide 
In eveiy hill and dwelling near, 

And for their booty bide." 
** So be it then," said Kupert, 

*' And our union strength will be ; 
Tis passing strange that soldiers 

Should be aught but frank and free." 

Why tell the bloody tale again 

That glows on history's page ? 
Why tell the tale of Flodden field ? 

Why did the battle rage ? 
Go, seek it in a nation's tears ; 

It recks not tiiat the lay 
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Be drenohkl in the gory stream, 

And feel the death-like spray. 
Amid a heap of mangled slain 

A youthful warrior groaned, 
And o*er him bent a comrade dark : 

Twas thus brave Rupert moaned : — 
"Gk>, tell the maiden of my love 

The arrows of the foe 
Have found her futhful lover's breast, 

And laid it bleeding low ; 
Bid her not weep, but let the mass 

Be said in Lanercost 
For one who loved his country well- 
Now to that country lost." 
The dews of night hung on the hill ; 

The slain lay stark and damp ; 
No cheerful watchfires lit the gloom ; 

No sentry's measured tramp 
Broke through the ghostly groans and yells 

From those who wounded fell : 
A sword was passed thro' Rupert's breast — 

By whom no one could tel]» 
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Fair Marj«rie sat in her bower — 

Twas in September's fall — 
Her thoaghtB were far with Rnpert l»»Te, 

Who held her heart in thrall ; 
The little birds saof? loud and long ; 

The flowers at her feet 
Looked up and smiled ; and sonny shades 

Were lingering round her seat. 
She starts !— a saUe horseman parts 

The leafy screen around ; 
And striding np, he kneels, and bows 

With reverence profound ; 
He tells the tale of Flodden Field— 

The victory was theirs— 
And then alas ! the mournful news 

Of Rupert's death he bears. 

Again the bell of Lanercost 

A merry peal has sent, 
And far and near, and east and west, 

The welcome tidings went : 
Then rose the prayer for England's king ; 

The dead man's mass was said, 
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And o'er all Gumberland the news 

Of victory was spread. 
And Friar John returned nnhort : 

But he returned alone ; 
And all his sullenness has fled. 

And all that scowl was gone. 
The secret in his breast he bears — 

Fair Maijorie is his ! 
And in the dark confessional 

His blood o'erboHed with bliss ! 
He was the horseman still and black, 

He gave the fatal blow ; 
He pierced the breast of Rupert brave, 

And laid the hero low ; 
He bore the news to Marjorie, 

He won her love by stealth, 
For had he not a lover's love ? 

And eke the Priory's wealth ? 

One eve in wild October, 

A stranger pale and thin 
Sought entrance to the Priory 

T* absolve himself from sin : 
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Twas after vespare— bat the monki. 

To strangers never rude, 
Brought in the way-worn wanderer, 

And gave him drink and food. 
He had confession from the priest, 

And then with looks of woe 
He sought the gloomy cloisters 

And paced them to and fro. 
Twas Rupert ! but what purpoee dark 

Lay on his vengeful mind 
Was knowii to Him who reigns above, 

But was not to mankind ! 
Anon ! he hears the hum of words, 

And whispers strike his ear. 
He came towards a lonely cell 

And knelt him down to hear. 

He gazed therein, t'was Friar John I 

In his lascivious arms 
A woman lay ; tVas Marjorie — 

But robbed of all her charms. 
A fearful oath crossed Rupert's lipe ; 

He sprang from where he stood, 
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And plunged his dagger in hw breast. 

And laughed to see the blood ! 
Then to the traitor monk he turned : 

They closed in deadly strife ; 
Both stumbled bleeding to the earth ; 

Both lay bereft of life. 
Down where the dismal shadows lurk, 

In yon unholy spot, 
They buried Rupert and the menk 

When daylight saw them not ; 
But gentle Marjorie they bore 

Into her churchyard bed ; 
The bells were pealed ; the monks they sang : 

And mass for her was said. 
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NOTES. 

Note A.— Page 35. 

One-hundred-and-fif^ Scottish officers rather than 
change sides to King William, followed James II. to 
the court of St. Qermains, where they were maintained 
hy King Louis. When, however, the chances of 
James's restoration seemed completely hopeless, their 
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feelings of hononr forbade farther trespass on the 
French king's generosity, they petitioned their Prince 
to be relieved from their allegiance, and after a 
melancholy parting, entered foreign service, and the 
*^Compagpie Ecossais? of gentlemen performed the 
most brilliant feats of arms on the continent Marshal 
de Nouailles, under whom they served called them his 
children. They were always the ** forlorn hope I" 

B.— Page 87 : Chelie, " Black John of the Battles." 

EURANTHE — ^AROUMSNT. 

Osmond, chief officer of the war-ship JFWm, and others 
mutiny : they cannot agree, and betray him as chief 
conspirator : he is given up ; tried, and sentenced to 
death ; but before deciding the event of mutiny, in 
case of reverse, he had secured communication with 
the magazine, detei mined to make all perish. His 
worst fears realized, a few hours before his time of 
death, he disarms the sentry, fires the match, and 
escapes, but the vortex draws him downward. 

In the depths of the Atlantic he awakes and dis- 
covers Euranthe, his betrothed, untimely dead before 
his sailing, they roam the ocean world, and lastly 
near the Duried city of Atlanta; while viewing 
its mysteries Euranthe dissolves, and Osmund, cast up 
by the sea, is by fishermen buried in a cave. 

0.— NOTE TO EURANTHE : PAGE 41. 

The times are unfavourable to long poems didactic, 
metaphysic, or pictorial, even were I equal to the task. 
I confess my obligation to Jules Vemes author of 
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<* Twenl^ thonmid leagaes under tiie Sea," in despair 
of an onginal subject. Without aasertinff a theory, I 
would ask the meaning of the latter ena of the first 

clause of the Christian Creed : — "I believe in 

maker of all. things visible and iwvmbU,** What are the 
things invisible we believe in? In the face of this 
article of belief I can see no disproof of a spirit world, 
and in this charming uncertainty I leave Euranthe to 
the mercy of critics. It was penned amid the dis- 
tractions of an active business, which latter, I am 
certain, is inimical to poetical development. 

D.^Page 104 : King James IV. and Lady Heron. 

E.— Note to " Anotheb for Hrotob : Page 193. 

This ballad, written in youth, relates incidents in a 
severe engagement fought at Inverkeithing, on the 
12th day of July, 1652, between a wing of Cromwell's 
army, and Sir Hector Maclean with 600 followers. 
The Highlanders performed prodigies of valour. The 
chieftain's body-guard included a father with his seven 
sons, who, as each was overcome, took the other's 
place, shouting ** Another for Hector !" The facts 
are gleaned from Brown's History of the HighUmdB. 

F.—NoTE to Laneroost : Page 239. 
The date of this lay is 1513 : the time occupied two 
months. Lord Thomas Dacre commanded a body of 
his men at Flodden Field, which was fought on 9th 
September. The places mentioned in the poem are all 
within sight of Lanercost Abbey ; which was dissolved 
a very few years afterwards. 
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